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He doesn't have everything if he doesn't have Chanel. 


CHANEL FOR MEN 


Chanel For Men Cologne 7.50 and 10.50, After Shave 6.00 and 9.00, After Shave Balm with pump 9.50, Spray Cologne 10.50. 
New Chanel For Men "Travelers": Deodorant 3.75, Hand Soap 3.50 and 10.00, Cologne 6.00, After Shave 5.00, After Shave Moisturizer 6.00. 


INTRODUCING CHRYSLER LE BARON. 


A PERSONAL CAR. A ROAD CAR. A NEW SIZE CHRYSLER. 
$5,067. AS SHOWN. 


Never before has one automobile combined such desirable features with such an attractive price 
This unique combination makes Chrysler LeBaron the beginning of a totally new class of automobiles. 
The two-door LeBaron shown above has the performance of a road car, powered by Chrysler's 
computer-controlled Lean Burn Engine. LeBaron is a lighter, ieaner Chrysler. A personal car. The two-door 
LeBaron has such personal features as overhead lighting, individually directed for driver and passenger. 
A complete list of options, including genuine leather seating, rivals that of any luxury car. 
The standard LeBaron features listed below will show you how much car it really is. 
The total will show you how little it's priced. The Chrysler LeBaron 
two-door and four-door are now offered for sale or lease at your Chrysler dealer. 


Optional leather seat $208 extra. LeBaron Medallion only. 


Two-Door LeBaron Medallion 

Base Sticker Price $5,436 
318 cu. in. V-8.. Std. 
Power Steering... .. Std. 
Power Front Disc Brakes. . . Std. 
Automatic Transmission . . . Std. 
Landau Vinyl Roof. $132 


Wire Wheel Covers $35 

Whitewall Tires...........$43 

Bumper Guards, Front ..... $21 
TOTAL $5,667* 

*Sticker price. including options 

as shown. Taxes and destination 

charges extra 
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CHRYSLER LEBARON. THE BEGINNING OF 
A TOTALLY NEW CLASS OF AUTOMOBILES. 


SUDDEN DEATH ОЁ a rising young talent always evokes a 
particularly stunning kind of sadness. It was so with James 
Dean in the Fifties; with Hendrix, Joplin and Morrison in the 
rly Seventies; and in the recent suicide of comedian Freddie 
Prinze. Perhaps because he was a comic, we assumed his private 
life was full of fun and humor. We know now that was not 
the case. This month, in a profile based on talks with Prinze’s 
family and friends and some interviews with him before 
death, Peter Greenberg attempts to find the why behind the 
ld's untimely passing. Alan Magee painted the accom- 
panying portrait. 

We've been somewhat frustrated now that we don't have 
Henry Kissinger to kick around anymore. Super K was such a 
marvelous character that Stanley Kubrick, it was rumored, used. 
him for the persona of the unforgettable Dr. Suangelove. But 
fear not, there're more where he came from. Thomas Gordon 
Plate has researched the matter and found that the Govern- 
ment and its agencies are virtually shot through with heavily 
accented fellows who hold our lives, if not our balls, in their 
hands, His gallery of facsimile Kissingers be found under 
The Many Dr, Strangeloves. We're not worried about Henry, 
though. He's in the money along with the rest of the previous 
Administration, who are all selling their memoirs to the highest 
bidder. Such instant wealth is becoming so common, we de- 
cided to look into the phenomenon. Robert Kerwin's report is 
called Sudden Money. (No, it won't tell you how to make it) 
And nowhere is the pursuit of the Holy Kale more profitable 
these days 1 jingles Business. From bars to com- 
puter dating to giant swingles parties, where there's a single 
person there's apt to be а windfall. Lucion К. Truscott IV is our 
mun on the scene. As everyone knows, its but a short step 
from single bliss to the problems of marriage. One of those 
problems is Cheating. If you're married and never have had 
the urge, treat yourself to а gold star. Bur if, on occasion, you 
have had the itch, you'll sympathize with the confession of the 
understandably pseudonymous William Roy Smith, The photo 
illustration is by Jim Matusik. 

Tennis star Ше Nastase is just as apt to throw his racket 
at his opponent's head as he is to destroy him in straight sets. 
Nasty's wrath is as quick and enting as his game, as 
you'll read іп Ше the Terrible, an on-and-olf-the-court profile 
by Mike Lupica. А couple of years аво, Lupica tells us, he started 
attending Nastase press conferences. “While all the old tennis 
writers would get madder and madder, I'd laugh like hell. 


When we were finally introduced, Nastase said: ‘You are one 


who is laughing all the time. You are no asshole, You are 
sensitive.” We've goten along fine ever since." Speaking of 
tough guys, the Playboy Interview this month is with TV's 
Bar Robert Blake. Blake, of course, s nothing from no- 
body, so we sent Lawrence Linderman, a seasoned veteran of eight 
Interviews, to do the honors. He did. Hard-driving Blake has 
nothing on our man-on-the-move Brock Yates, whose Tough 
Wheels will tip you off to vehides that cry for rugged use. 

Our fiction this month is as our fact. There's 
Gerold Green's tragicomic story of a writer who goes loco below 
the border in Bernstein in Mexico. Davi lcox provided the 
dy illustration, So Long, Old Buddy is Robert F. Young's 
cerie tale of a man's farewell to his boyhood castle. 

On the lightanddovely side, there are cartoonist Alden 
caughtin-the-act craziness, Flagrante Delicto!; our 
beautiful June Playmate, Virve Reid; and James Bond's latest. 
film flame, Barbara Bech (our special shooting of Barbara is by 
David Bailey). Plus—rufiles and flourishes—our unanimous 
choice for Playmate of the Year, Pani McGuire. Pompeo Posor 
took the great pictures. Naturally, Patti takes the cake, 
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you work an extra- 

long day, it works 


longer than you do. 
Right Guard 
Deodorant Stick. 
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Since 1967 six cases of 
Canadian Club have been 
hidden and never found. 


Here's where you can find them: 


Mt. Kilimanjaro. Your driver will 
take you from Nairobi Airport 
240 miles southeast to the slopes 
of Kilimanjaro. You'll. climb 
| through the Giant Heath Forest to 
Mandara Hut, 9,000 feet up. The 
following morning you'll stumble 
outside to stare straight up at your real work—over 10,000 feet of 
sliding rock, hidden crevasses, and ice avalanches. In addition to 
boots, ropes and ice axes, you'll need a sound heart, strong lungs, 
powerful legs and plenty of luck. But somewhere 19,340 feet over 
Equatorial Africa, a case of Canadian Club is still waiting for you. 


AY 


Death Valley. Head south out of Furnace 
Creek. You'll pass Badwater, a brackish pool 
280 feet below sea level and as close to Hell as 
man on earth can get. As you cross the bound. 
ary of Death Valley National Monument turn 
right and look for an old road that leads straight to the 
hills. The road forks and becomes a wash to the right. As 
{ you glance around, notice an ancient rock through 
which centuries of relentless erosion have carved a natural 
hole. 144 paces up from that rock turn west for 13 more steps. 
There, where suríace temperatures of 190° can melt the soles of 
your shoes, 12 bottles of the wettest whisky in 87 lands lie buried. 


4 


5 
Great Barrier Reef. When you reach calm 
waters between Little Hope and Big Hope Is- 
lands you'll need all your courage before facing 
the deep. Beneath the warm, soothing waves of 
the Coral Sea lurks the world’s most treacherous 
mass of twisted coral and rock, the Great Barrier 
Reef. As your captain tosses the dinghy over the 
side, someone will shout "Dabargo warkigo’ 
(good luck). And you'll need it. You'll be explor- 

2 the eerie world where 200-pound clams 
filter the clear water. Where giant man-eating sharks patrol. And 

where we submerged a case of Canadian Club on August 14, 1968 


Robinson Crusoe Island. Fly to Santiago, 
Chile, then on to Robinson Crusoe. Once there, 
М the men who run the radio shack will help you 
pack your gear down the side of a steep cliff to 
the beach. There, one of the island's handmade 
cypress fishing boats will be waiting to take you 
on the long trip to the other side. Several 
thousand six-foot waves later, you'll pull into 
Pangal Bay. Buried somewhere inside one of the 
caves that spot the coastline, beneath one of the boulders thrown 
there by the winter storms, is our treasure. It has been waiting 
patiently for you since August I, 1970. 


Loch Ness. Fly to Inverness and then drive the 
few miles to Loch Ness along General Wade's 
! Military Road until you get to the tiny hamlet, 
Dores. You will be at the northeastern tip of the 
| 24-mile Loch. There's a small inn in town where 
? you can enjoy a Canadian Club and get a good 
" description of the monster from the owner He 
and the lady who works with him have actually 
sighted the beast, In back of the inn, about 250 
yards straight out from the dock looking toward Tar Point and about 
30 yards off the perpendicular shore to your right, we dropped a 
sealed, watertight case of Canadian Club. 


Bigfoot's feeding ground. Deep into the Cascade 
Mountains in America's Pacific Northwest lurks a 
massive 8-foot-tall, 500-pound humanoid they call 

Bigfoot. The buried case lies smack in the middle of his 

feeding ground, about the same number of miles south 

of Canada's Good Hope Mountain as it is north of Bluff 

Creek in California. Somewhere between 6 and 9 miles 

from the peak of a dormant volcano you'll find an un- 

natural pile of broken green rocks. From the top of this pile 
walk 65 paces eest to a stream. Turn and walk 70 paces south. 

Exactly 11 inches below the virgin forest floor at your feet lies that 

case of Canadian Club. 
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Every year courageous men and women respond to the 
Canadian Club challenge and follow its invitation to new ex- 
periences in exotic places. But the flavor of those exotic places 
can be sipped from a glass, comfortably, at home or in the local 
tavern. Taste the smooth, light flavor of Canadian Club and taste 
the spirit of adventure. 


“The Best In The House’ in 87 lands. 
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AVAILABLE WITH 
FULLY AUTOMATIC 
TRANSMISSION. 


The Porsche 924 gives you everything 
you've always wanted in a Porsche. 

Styling. That special Porsche kind that 
stops people in their tracks as you drive 
by. Clean, classic lines that appeal to the 
eye and, at the same time, register an 
incredibly low 0.36 drag coefficient in wind 
tunnel testing. 

Handling. With the excitement that 
only Porsche can deliver. The 924's unique 
trans-axle system gives this car an almost 
pertect 50-50 weight distribution. And the 
most breathtaking cornering you've ever 
experienced. 

Convenience. Beneath that incredible, 
wraparound glass hatchback lies more 
carrying space than you ever expected ina 
sportscar. Wherever you go in your 924, 
you can take the things you need with you. 

And now automatic transmission. The 
924 is the first Porsche available with an 
optional fully automatic transmission. Now 
you can have the thrill of driving a Porsche 
with the ease of automatic 

But the best thing about the Porsche 
924 is the fact that you can get one with 
standard transmission for less than 
$10,000: That's not inexpensive. But it is 
less than you'd expect to pay for a Porsche. 


Suggested retail 1977 —924 Std. Trans. From $9395 POE 
Transportation. local taxes. and dealer charges, additional 
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COLORADO HIGHS AND LOWS 
As a longtime resident of Colorado, 
I find Manos Rocky Mountain Hype 
(pLayuoy, March) funny and embarrass- 
ingly accurate. 
Gary Glover 
Colorado Springs, 


wlorado 


There is much D. Keith Mano says 
that is true concerning Colorado. How- 
er, when he comes down on the moun- 
ins themselves as part of the hype, he 
is treading on sacred ground. 

Gayle Howard 
Hailey, Idaho 


An unequivocal second to Mano. I 
wish I had had this intuitive bit of 
journalism available to me several years 
ago, when I was seduced by the Rocky 
mystique. 


Bill Greed 
Glenwood Springs, Colorado 


Rocky Mountain Hype sucks. 
Dennis Mooney 
Colorado Springs, Colorado 


If bullshit were music, D. Keith Mano 
would be a brass band. 


Robert Burns 
Aspen, Colorado 


Stay out of Colorado, Mano. It's wast- 
ed on you. You wouldn't know beauty 
iL you saw it, 

Pat Peterson 
Jacksonville, Florida 


Obviously, the altitude has allected 
Mano's perception. 
Paul Feld 
Denver, Colorado. 


We're happy to learn that so many 
people find Colorado so distasteful. 
be they'll stay home and leave our beau- 
tiful state unmarred. 

А Group of Mt. Happy Hypes 
Boulder, Colorado 


What does the D. in D. Keith Mano 
stand for—dimwit or dipshit? 
John Ward 
Denver, Colorado 


We'd like you to know that there are 
at least two parttime Coloradans and 
confessed rabid enyironmentalists who 


are not in the least disappointed with 
Governor Richard Lamm's performance 
in office. In our view, he has done a fine 
job within the restraints imposed upon 
him, Environmentalists should keep in 
mind that governing without making 
some compromise is impossible. If every 
public official in the United States 
the knowledge of environmental issu 
and the concern lor environmental quali- 
ty that Dick Lamm has, we would have a 
much more optimistic view of our na- 
tion's future. 
Paul R Bing Professor of 
Population Studies 
Anne H. Ehrlich, Senior Research 
Associate 
Stanford University 
Stanford, California 


Regarding the opinions of Messrs, 
Mano (Rocky Mountain Hype) and Vet- 
ter (A Few Kind Words About Aspen), it 
is sad but accurate to say that they are 
both right. 


John McReynolds 
Denver, Colorado 


The time has come to say а few kind 
words about Craig Vetter. 

Bill Nussbaum 

M orado 


Right on, Vetter! Boo, hiss, Mano! 
Les Paterno 
Denver, Colorado 


This is one native of Denver who 
would rather spend four months watch- 
ing the planes land at Stapleton than 
ten minutes talking with some asshole 
who has nothing better to do than crab 
about the lifestyle of others. 

Robert B. Ton 
Aurora, Colorado 


Hey, buddy, don't step on ma moun- 
tains! 


Ruth M 


Pagosa Junction, Colorado 


ON MOYNIHAN 

It was а real eye opener to read your 
March interview with Daniel P. Moyni- 
han. However, it would have been more 
appropriate to feature him in the center 
fold. After all, he not only got whatever 
there was off his chest but also show 
what a big ass he is. While it is 
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Macho. 
It's b-a-a-a-d. 


The powerful scent 
for men by Fabergé. 
Macho is b-a-a-a-d. 
And that's good. 
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difficult to determine his measurements, 
there can be little doubt now that the 
emperor wears no clothes! 
Mel Wilson 
Binghamton, New York 


Your interview with Senator Pat Moy- 
nihan is most impressive, [ almost want 
to move to New York just so he can 
represent me in the Senate. 

Michael Brassar 
Putnam, Connecticut 


On the subject of "benign neglect," 
your March interview encourages the 
belief that blacks like Moynihan. Noth- 
could be further from the truth. 
Tony Brown, Executive Producer 
Black Journal 
New York, New York 


So Pat Moynihan wants to rescue New 
k Сиу. He and I disagree оп its 
merits. Far from being the wonderful 


cap 
REIS oL the Western world. Who 
could want to that scabrous pile of 
slincss, tastelessness and lawlessness? 
Manny Dominguez 
Corrales, New Mexico 


Daniel Patrick Moynihan’s comment 
on India ("What does it export but 
icable disease?") makes one won- 
der whose bright idea it was to appoint 
him an Ambassador in the first place. 
For the Senator's information, India does 
not export communicable disease any- 
- It does export jute, tea, coffee, iron 
ore, cotton textiles, textile machinery, 
transmission towers, machine tools, loco 
motives, railway cars, trucks and drugs. 


mon 


We Indians are all too fa 
the imperial attitudes and posturings of 
the colonial sahibs. Moynihan may be 


АК 

The depth and perception exposed in 
Moynihan’ nd character 
turned me from a staunch critic of his to 
а very strong Гап. 


Jay H. Lehr. 
Worthington, Ohio 


I'm pleased to sce someone with some 

working knowledge of his country's 
problems speak candidly about them. 
Myles Clauser 

Baton Rouge, Loui 


na 


Pat Moynihan for President! 
Steven Lianides 
West Hartford, Connecticut 


MUSCLE-BOUND 

k Arnold Schwarzencgger is the 

‘ous hunk of man Гуе ever 
review of the 

(Playboy After 

articularly that last 

wer quotes Arnold. 


movie 
Hows, March), and р 
ine, in which thc 


Pumping Iron 


as saying that body building is like com- 
ing, I just had to sce that movie. In fact, 
I saw it three times and I still haven't 
had cnough. When is PLAYBOY 
do a pictorial on Arnold? 
Angela Monahan 
New York, New York 
We van a full-page picture of Arnold 
way back in April 1975 (“It's а Naive 
Little California Brandy Without Breed- 
ing, but I Think Youll Be Amused by Its 


Presumption”). In this outtake from that 
shooting, you can see Arnold doing his 
famous “boobaflex” exercise in which, by 
the power of his massive biceps, he is 
able to increase the size of his compan- 
ion’s chest. 


BOMB BLASTS 

L was disappointed. in Her 
The Firecracker vs. the Bomb (esywoy, 
March). If this confused bullshit is ап ex- 
ample of literary genius, I'm Ish Kabib- 
ble IL. 


y Miller's 


Tom Hauser. 
Starke, Hoi 


Once again I was seduced by the f 
ful voice of Henry Miller. I could spend 
hours listening to him, In The Fire- 
cracker ws. the Bomb, the old master 
reminds us of the 19th Century poets and 
writers who spelled out doom for civi- 
lized man. 


Harvey D. Каши 
Auanta, Georgia 


THE CARTER CONTROVERSY 
Having read С. Barry Golson's fas- 
cinating article Jimmy Carter and Us 
(rLaynoy, March), Fm astounded by the 
depth d diversity of events surround- 
ing the Сапег interview. The sad truth 
is that those events, as Golson outlines 
them, were caused than anything by 
the tedium and ambiguity of the cam- 
paign and the lackluster qualities of the 


two candidates. I think the best thing to 
come from the PLAynoy fracas was Gol- 
son's article and the insight it gives us 
imo the human motivations that rri 
historic events, though L find it some- 
what capricious to think that the 


nter- 


view was responsible for C. E 
been elected, as Golson implies 
M. LaGrone 
Baytown, Texas 


Personally, I believe that all of us are 
wall served by occasional thoughtful re- 
flection on the manner in which contro- 
versial stories are handled. Certainly, G. 
Barry Golson’s article is a step in the 
right direction. ‘Che press and the public 
should learn from it. 

Tom Brokaw 

Today 

New York, New York 


PLAYMATE ADMIRER 
Nicki Thomas, your March Playmate, 
is the most beautiful thing I have ever 
seen, upside down or otherwise. 
Gary J. 
High Bridge, New Jersey 


PORN MOVIE REVIEWS 

Getting It Up for a Рот Movie 
(rLayboy, March), by Ronan O'Casey, 
should have been billed as humor. I 
found it hilarious. 


Moe От 
Tulsa, Ok 


Чу 
аһота 


Thanks for crushing one of my pet 

fantasies——making a porn movie. I always 

had the illusion it was fun and games. 
Kyle Hil Wiuwe 
New Orleans, Louisiana 


SHORT LINES 

Thanks to Jon Margolis’ How to Play 
Stuart Symington (Selected Shorts, 
тілувоу, March), I'm now able to com- 
ment on the article by G. Barry Golson, 
Jimmy Garter and Us: Jimmy Carter is 
а Desi А! 


az. 
Edward Matthew 
San Francisco, California 


MUCH ADO ABOUT... 

l was interested to read in the Feb- 
типу Playboy After Hours about the 
commercial artist in Papillion who was 
selling “absolutely nothing” for one 
dollar. “What a tremendous genius this 
ү id to myself. Then I sudden- 
ized that he 


Land me was he. 
bsolutely noth- 


John Fackler 
ntor of Absolutely Nothing 
, Nebra 


PYNCHON READERS 


The only thing wrong with reading a 


brilliant piece like Jules Siegel's remem- 
brance of Tom Pyndion (Who Is 


^ 4 
3 , = 
We've been putting people like you into movies for 70 years. And when it comes to sound, you'll 


find the Bell & Howell name on 16mm sound projectors in schools and businesses all over the world. 
So fisten to the sound of experience when we say— 


Bell & Howell makes super 8 sound movies easy to take. 

Our Filmosonic™ cameras are designed and built to do a lot of complicated things very simply. 
That leaves the fun part that's easy up to you. Capturing the best moments 
of life on film. In sound. 


Bell & Howell also makes super 8 movies easy to show. 
Our Filmosonic™ projectors are easy to thread and virtually run the 
whole show. So you can sit back, relax, and be part of the audience. 


Bell & Howell sound movies. To make your memories 
of the good times more exciting. More alive. 
More real. And so simple you'll wonder why you 
didn't get into sound movies sooner. 


The sound of experience 


BELL & HOW 


For more information, write Bell & Howell/Mamya Company, Attn. Len LaBonar. Dept PB-180 | 7100 McCormick Road, Chicago, IL 60645 
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JUSTERINI & BROOKS Founded.t749, 


86 Proof Blended Scotch Whisky ©1977 Paddington Corp., N.Y. 


Thomas Pynchon . . . and Why Did He 
Take Off with My Wije?, PLAYBOY, 
March) is that it gooses editors to try to 
find Pynchon to get something of his in 
their magazine. The alternative, of 
course, is to hire Siegel, who only hap- 
pens to be standing over my shoulder 
as I write this. 

Lawrence S. Dietz, Executive Editor 

New West 

Beverly Hills, Ca 


ifornia 


Jules Siegel is a schluck! Why doesn't 
he leave Thomas Pynchon alone? And if 
he persists with his obvious streak of 
literary jealousy, why doesn't PLAYBOY 
check his facts for him? William Faulk- 
ner was never tall; he was barely more 
than 5'6". A Federal district judge can 
mary no one anywhere in the United 
States, with the possible exception of the 
District of. Columbia; marria 
tract between the statc and the partics. 
Michael Jessup 
Matthews, Alabama 
Maybe you ought to check your own 
facts. First of all, the article doesn’t state 
that Faulkner was tall—that is a refer- 
ence to Pynchon. Second, although Fed- 
eval district judges do not often marry 
couples (it’s not one of their usual func- 
tions), they can, legally, and have. 


Every so often, I ask somebody from 
the old Post days whatever happened to 
Jules Siegel, and so it was nice to read 
his picce and find ош. I always thought 
he was marvelously talented and a little 
crazy, and it doesn't look as if he's 
changed much, except maybe he's not 
quite so crazy. I'm not surprised that he 
knew Thomas Pynchon; I wouldn't be 
surprised if he knew J. D. Salinger or 
Howard Hughes or King Kong. Jules 
always did get around. 

Don McKinney, Managing Editor 

McCalls 

New York, New York. 


gel's memoir is as touching and 
sensitive and graceful a piece of work as 
I've read in many months. He's an im- 
meusely gifted writer. 
L 
Sonoma, California 


wrence Linderman 


Leave Pynchon be. He knows what he 
is about. 
B. Traven 
Guadalajara, Mexico 
As you probably know, B. Traven was 
the author of many novels (among them 
“The Treasure of the Sierra Madre"), 
whose extremely reclusive lifestyle was 
similar to Pynchon's. The fact that he is 
deceased makes us wonder about the 
authenticity of the above letter. It may 
very well be a pulon perpetrated by 
none other thin Thomas Pynchon him- 
self. ¿Quién sabe? 


Perhaps I had expected more insight 
into Pynchon’s literary mind from the 


Tha words ‘Levi's’ and "Panatela" are registered trademarks of Levi Strauss & Со. San Francisca. © 1977, Levi Sirause 


Itisa bitof a surprise, we suppose. their lofty prices — don't really measure up to 
Panatela slacks and tops fit like Levis. And Panatela’s combination of superb fabrics and 
wear like Levi's. But they don't look like Levis, contemporary styles. 
which can take some getting used to. The fact is, good taste and sound construc- 
Especially if you've been investing large tion and fiscal sanity can be combined in a 
sums of money in “dressy” clothes that— despite single garment. Called Levi's Panatela. 


Yes, Levi's Páfiatela" 
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FLAVOR TUBE IDEA 
REVOLUTIONIZES 
CIGARETTE SMOKING 


Filter Revolution! 


| oft 


Tobacco Revolution! 


cigarette made with just 
the tender “filet” of 
100% virgin all-leaf 
tobacco. No tobacco 
by-products. 

No reconstituted 
tobacco. No 
added stems. 


REAL TASTE. 


Warning: The m General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 
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: e filter length. Fiber filter surrounding 
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26: М Lights is the only 
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aer 
ous 


Г. 


ub 


RAR бн; 
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>-> 
Flavor Lights; Long Lights; 8 mg. "tar", 0.7 mg. nicotine; av. pet Cigarette, by FIC Method. 


memoir than the intellectual parading 
of Siegel's cuckoldry. The memoir 
itself might have found a more favorable 
audience in The National Enquirer or 
another tabloid of that genre. 
Bruce Ingram Martin 
Ward, Colorado 


SEXY DRESSERS 
Clothes Make the Man (PLAYBOY, 
March) is tantalizing in that it leaves 
something to the imagination, but don't 
you think you leave just a little too much 
to the imagination with that opening 
shot? I mean, come on, fellas, can’t we at 
least have a look at the girl's face? 
Daniel Augustine 
Dallas, Texas 
As you can see from this picture that 


wasn’t used in the pictorial, she and we 
have nothing to hide. 


Your Clothes Make the Man is one 
hell of a pictorial. 
Bob Snow 
Covington, Kentucky 


LET THEM EAT TAKES 
Bravo to Nicholas von Hoffman for 
his splendid article on the country's food 
monopolies (Let Them Eat Sodium 
Stearoyl-2-Lactylate, PLAYBOY, March). 
Now what we need is a comparable re- 
port on the monopoly situation in the 
rest of the national economy. 
Charles E. Mueller, Associate Editor 
Antitrust Law & Economics Review 
Washington, D.C. 


Regarding Von Hoffman's discussion 
on additives in foods: To make such 
statements as “То be safe, additives don’t 
need to be tested but banished from the 
food chain” is most irresponsible. Hun- 
dreds of additives are harmless; indeed, 
many foods of high nutritional value and 
of desirable flavor and texture are de- 
pendent upon additives. There is no 


such thing as an absolutely safe food if 
it is ingested in extremely large quanti- 
ties, Similarly, additives may be harmless 
when consumed in small quantities but 
harmful in larger doses, The same may 
be said concerning so-called natural 
foods, such as salt, sugar, starches, pro- 
teins, vitamins, etc. Von Hoffman would 
be deprived of what may be one of his 
favorite dishes, sauerkraut, were it not 
for additives. I can just hear him dicking 
his heels together on that one. 
Ora Smith, Professor Emeritus 
New York State College of 
Agriculture & Life Sciences 
at Cornell University 
Ithaca, New York 
Sorry to disappoint you, professor, but 
Von Hoffman is of Russian descent. 


As a young farmer's wife and partner 
in our farming operation, it was most 
gratifying to read Von Hoffman's article 
on agribusiness. The American family 
farmer, if given the incentive of a rea- 
sonable return on his investment, would 
efficiently produce а bountiful supply of 
agricultural products for home and 
abroad. However, when giant corpora- 
tions adulterate our natural products 
and middlemen receive windfall profits. 
consumers are alienated from farming’s 
unique problems. 

Vicki Leaders 
Underwood, Iowa 


PERVERSITY DIVERSITY 
Your excerpt of David Mamet's Sexual 
Perversity in Chicago (PLAveov, March) 
is definitely the best part of the play. I 
saw it in New York some time ago. Now 
J want to see it again. 
Howard Turnette 
Newark, New Jersey 


Mamet's got an incredible ear for dia- 
log. The section of his play you pub- 
lished sounds just like a typical evening 
with my best buddy. 

Arnold Ackerman 
Akron, Ohio 


CASANOVA REDUX 
Of everything in your March issue, 1 
enjoyed Comeback for Casanova the best. 
Lillian Müller is going to go a long way! 
1 do believe we have another Monroe 
on our hands, 
Daniel A. Riccatelli 
Reseda, Califor 


CHILE REVISITED 

1 read with great interest Tad Szulcs 
article, A Very Quiet Horror, in the Feb- 
ruary issue. My friend and co-author 
Orlando Letelier was, indeed, the victim 
of the CIA's whole heritage of subversion 
and counterrevolution, whether the ex- 
plosive device was planted by American 
agents, exiled Cuban terrorists or officials 
of General Pinochet's DINA. Although 
you do mention that "a passenger in the 


back seat was barely injured," I regret 
that you did not consider it newsworthy 
to note that an American citizen also 
died in the explosion. The American 
citizen was my wife, Ronni К. Moffitt. 
Michael Moffitt 
Institute for Policy Studies 
Washington, D.C. 


CLARKS MARKS 
Jon Carroll's March article, Portrait 
of Dick Clark as an Eternally Young 
Deejay, is a piece of pulp! Unable to 
satisfy his own curiosity (and mine) about 
Clark and incapable of completing the 
assignment, Carroll resorts to some type 
of extortion, like, “Tell me who and what 
you are, Clark, or I'll make it up." What 
journalistic masturbation! 
Martin E. Jupp 
Milwaukee, Wisconsin 


Carroll really captured Clark for me. 
I've been watching American Bandstand 
since I was a kid and still watch it, 
though I can't say why. 
Bill Orbin 
Toledo, Ohio 


FREEWAY FASHION 
Your March fashion piece, Going 
Hollywood!, especially the shot presum- 
ably taken somewhere on the Hollywood 
Freeway, really captures the California 
spirit. As a frequent traveler of the free- 
way, I imagine the sight of that young 
lady in the revealing one-piece must have 
caused some near crack-ups. 
Marty Sumner 
Hollywood, California 
The shooting was actually done on a 
closed-off lane of the Hollywood Free- 
way, but that didn’t stop the local police 
from chasing our models and crew from 


the scene. Police took identification, ad- 
vised the crew not to leave town and 
charged that the girl in the one-piece was 
causing a riot on the freeway. For some 
reason, though, no one was ticketed. 
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A Columbia/EMI Presentation 
The Casablanca Filmworks Production 

A Peter Yates Film 

ROBERT SHAW - JACQUELINE BISSET - NICK NOLTE 

“THE DEEP” - LOUIS GOSSETT and ELI WALLACH 

Based on the novel by Peter Benchley 

Screenplay by Peter Benchley and Tracy Keenan Wynn 

Music by John Barry Mr 
Produced by Peter Guber • Directed by Peter Yates ыа 


NICK NOLTE 


Starts June 17 at movie theatres everywhere. 
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PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS 


п an article about the ancient art of 
1 glass blowing, the Fort Belvoir, Vir- 
ginia, Castle reported that in the Forties, 
n Italian artisan “became well known 
in the United States for blowing Mickey 
Mouse and other Disney characters.” For 
this, the piece continues, Walt Disney 
invited him, in 1948, to vacation at Dis 
neyland free of charge. 

B 

This ad for a local radio station was 
seen by commuters on a bus in Cleveland: 
кок THOSE WHO WANT TO GET THEIR 
ROCK SOFT. 


. 

On what must have been а very slow 
day for Seattle's Finest, а police depart- 
ment spokesman released this item to the 
press: “It is unlawful to carry a goldfish 
оп public transportation unless that gold 
fish is lying down. 


. 

The Six Million Dollar Man works on 
the same principle. A Japanese firm ha 
produced a computer that registers lip 
prints, but it works only after the oper- 
ator has kissed it. The computer is de 
signed so that a kiss stirs something in 
its memory bank. 


б 

Some of them even involve women! 
This curious item was reported by The 
Province of Vancouver, British Colum- 
bia: “Ten thousand abortions a year in 
B.C, many of them involving preg- 
nancies, amount to a serious public issue. 

б 

When Australia's majority party threw 
a bash honoring elected politicians with 
ten years of service, members of the op- 
position Labor Party were critical. The 
featured attraction at the shindig was a 
young lady who inadvertently lost the 
top of her bikini while popping out of 
а cake. Noting that the partygoers were 
also the lawmakers responsible for deval 
uating the Australian dollar, а Labor 
spokesman remarked that the strip show 


was “the government's only successful at- 
tempt to stimulate the private sector.” 
. 

Well, he has to verify the evidence, 
doesn't he? According to the Lakewood, 
Colorado, Sentinel, “Police were in- 
formed by construction workmen . . 
that some voyeur had drilled a peephole 
into the policewomen's locker room. 
When told of the incident, the Investiga 
tion Division commander said he would 
look into it.” 


An insurance salesman in Raleigh, 
North Carolina, fell 20 feet into a dry 
well while trying to sell an accident- 
insurance policy to a farmer. It didn't 
stop the intrepid salesman's pitch. “This 
is а good example of why you need this 
cident policy,” the salesman yelled up 
from the bottom of the well. “This could 
have happened to you 
б 
That's what they told Liz Ray: The 
qualifications listing for the position of 
senior clerk typist with the city of San 
Francisco advises applicants that “pro- 
ficiency in English may be basis for dis- 
qualification.” 


. 
A reader reports secing the following 
marquee at a Baptist church in Portland, 
Texas: THE SIZE OF THE TOOL DOESN'T 
MATTER IN THE MASTER'S HAND, 
. 

A Rhode Island man in the proces of 
getting a divorce wanted to make an hon 
est woman of his livein girlfriend. Since 
he couldn't marry her, he did the next- 
best thing—he adopted her. The pre- 
siding judge annulled the adoption five 
days after he approved it, when it was 
brought to his attention that the 3: 
old man and his 32.yearold “da 
were involved in an incestuous relation- 
ship. Nice uy. 


. 

When Lehigh University's student 
newspaper, Brown and White, published 
an article about the declining cumulative 
grade-point averages of men living in 


fraternities, the headline read: “Low 
FRAT CUM CREATES CONG 
. 
əd thing he didn’t have heartburn. 


Plagued by an infected big toc, a World 
War Two veteran went to a Miami М.А. 
hospital and asked 10 be admiued as an 
emergency patient but was refused оп 
the grounds that his injury was not serious 
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enough to warrant emergency treatment. 
Undaunted, the man calmly left the hos- 
al, walked into the parking lot, pulled 
ber revolver out of his pocket, 
shot himself in the offending toc, walked 
back into the hospital and announced 
that it was now an emergency. He was 
admitted. 


. 

An unidentified sneak thief entered 
the University of Oklahoma's Bizzell 
Memorial Library and, using a razor 
blade, cut from an encyclopedia an article 
on ethics. 

H 

Hey, Fido, you got change for a 202 
The Animal Regulation Committee. in 
Ventura County, California, has come up 
with an idea for cutting down the local 
pet population—an ordinance requiring 
dogs and cats to have special ten-dollar 
mating permits. Said the county super- 
visor skeptically: “I can't think of any 
way to communicate the idea to the dog." 

б 

A British tenor, rchearsing his role as 
Luigi in Puccini's Л Tabarro, was taken 
хо a London hospita 
juries when а 130-pound soprano was 
thrown on top of him. In the opera, after 
being throttled by a jealous husband, 
Luigi falls to the floor, whereupon the 
husband is supposed to fling his unfaith- 
ful wife upon the "corpse." The soprano 
was puzzled: “We rehearsed the scene 
many times and I don’t think I 
any harder than I have in the past. 


An article in Natural History magazine 
explains how some insects, as larvae, 
consume their mothers from the inside by 
chewing through her tissue linings. Its 
title: The Advantages of Eating Mom. 

. 

In a story about the metric system, 
the New Orleans Times-Picayune informs 
us that “the basic unit for measuring 
length, width and depth is the peter.” 

б 

Condom manufacturers іп Colorado 
are required by law to label their pack- 
ages with a warning that the product 
shouldn't be used more than three years 
after the date of manufacture. One of the 
states major condom distributors argues 
that the law is unfair because condoms do 
not necessarily deteriorate after three 
уса in a package. “If the State Pharmacy 
Board ever decides to begin enforcing the 
law, we're in serious trouble, because 
we're not going to comply,” says a spokes- 
n—adding, “We'll just pull out. 

. 

Attention, all sperm-bank presidents: 

Over an article about attendance at the 


next Olympiad, the Indonesian Observer - 


ran the headline “500,000 Tourists TO 
COME AT MOSCOW OLYMPIC GAMES,” 


FEINBERGS FORECASTS 


ow that we're 
N about half- 
way into 1977 
and most New 
Year predictions 
have been 
proved either 
right or wrong, 
we thought it ap- 
propriate to ask 
contributor Wil- 
lie Feinberg to 
contact his favor- 
ile seer, Migh 
Howey Shrize, 
for some mid. 
year predictions. 
Unlike your 
average, тип-ој- 
the-mill prognos- 
licators, Shrize 
names: names, dates and. places: 
5 
On June 30, 1977, Richard Burton 
will purchase from the Japanese gov- 
ernment the top two thirds of Mount 
have it mounted on a platinum 
setting and present it to one Veronica 
Poklacki, a teenage drum majorette 
from Akron, Ohio. 
P 
In an effort to find the space nec 
essary to contain its growing stockpile 
of paper napkins and plastic forks, the 
McDonald's chain will, on July 10, 
1977, buy Paraguay. 
+ 


Mankind will be astounded whe 
on July 28, 1977, it is discovered that 
an 88-year-old bachelor using the ali: 
Francis X. Cohn, living above a law 
dromat in Suasburg, North Dakot 
and employed by the Allstate Insu 
ance Company as a claims adjuster, 
is, in reality, Adolf Hitler. 

. 
ad news for American utility com- 
panies when, on August 15, 1977, an 
unemployed fountain-pen salesman 
from Cape Girardeau,  Missour 
named Albert Koozz discovers that by 
holding a steel fork in each hand and 
simultaneously rubbing radialsoled 
shoes on a nylon carpet, one can 
generate enough electricity to light a 
three-bedroom home for 30 days. 
б 
h Shore, on September 2, 1977, 
will elope with one Greg Tucker, So- 
phie’s grandson, ich he will 
h school and leave 
ng in the assembly hall. 
. 

On September 26, 1977, Cleveland 
Amory will be bitten on the ass by a 
trained seal named Naomi 


graduate from 


Dinah 


On September 
30, 1977, Yasir 
Arafat wil! be 
notificd by a cer- 
tain Ida Lieber- 
тај a Haifa 
Heights midwife, 
that she (Ida) de- 
livered him not 
from the woman 
he has called 
Mums, lo, these 
many ycars but, 
rather, from one 
Trudy Margolis, 
a not-so-nice 
Jewish git! from 
Rogers 
Chicago, who 
went and got 
herself knocked 
up hanging around Cairo street cor- 
nas while on tour with Polly Adler 
in the late Twenties. Arafat will de- 
fect to Easter Island. 

е 

Come October 5, 1977, Lester Mad- 
dox will have root-cinal work done in 
a dark room by a light-skinned black, 
who shall then proceed to cut all the 
way down to Lester's brother Arnold, 
who lives downstaii 


. 
jevel will, on November 6, 
1977, drive a bus off the roof of the 
Los Angeles City Hall and land safely 


Evel 


on the soft underside of a pa 
Smith. 


ing Kate 


D 
On November 30, 1977, Earl Butz 
will discover that his feet have grown 


two sizes, that the heating fa 

in his bathroom malfunctions 

that. .. well ... you figure it out. 
. 

On December 8, 1977, Tony Orlan- 
do will quit television and the net- 
work will replace him with Alexander 
Solzhenitsyn, giving risc to the Emmy 
Award-winning act Alexander Sol- 
zhenitsyn and Dawn 

б 

Fidel Castro, оп December 23, 1977, 
will shave off his beard and a revolu- 

jon will usurp his power when it is 
discovered that he is actually Omar 
Sharil. 


y 
and 


° 

On December 24, 1977, Jesus Christ 
will reappear for the Second Coming 
in the m 
ment of Macy's department store in 
New York City and be trampled to 
death by hordes of excited shoppers 
doing their lastminute Christmas 


shoppi 


y rare \ 
reyt Also Tareyton Filter Kings and 100's 
Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
v That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 
wou 
smokes уу" 


Lights: 8 mg. "tar", 0.7 mg. nicotine 
King Size: 16 mg. "tar", 1.2 mg. nicotine; 100 mm: 16 mg. "tar", 
12 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette by FTC method. 
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BOOKS 


that baseball is about more than the 
score at the end of nine innings It is 
about youth and dreams and fame and 
success and failure and inspiration and 

devotion. Angell’s achievement with 
this book is comparable to hitting 60 
home runs, batting .350, knocking in 
120 R.B.Ls and stealing 90 bases in 
one seasor 
tire his jer: 


an Wakefield's new novel, Home Free 
D (Delacorte), is one of those innocuous 
efforts: a pause that refreshes but doesn’t 
satisfy. Gene, 23, is a college student 
who doesn't know what to do with 
his life. He shacks up with Louise, 
but that relationship ends when the 
pizza gets cold waiting for her to come 
home and boredom becomes an unwel- 
come 1001 There's the usual assortment 
of crazy friends, women, drugs, weird 
scenes. Wakefield's novel lacks insight, 
but it makes up for it in mileage: Gene 
honestly believes movin" on will erase the 
pain. "Keep on truckin'" seems to be 
the slogan of this Sixties novel, but you 
сап go only so far—and Hollywood is 
the end of the line. In Tinseltown, Gene 
gets involved with Unde Phil, a helpful 
chap who can't say no when his friends 


his publisher should re- 
y. 


The wi g Wallaces have 
struck again with one of those 
collections of bite-sized trivia and 

odd information that made last 
years The People’s Almanac a best 
seller. David Wallenchinsky, Irving 
Wallace and Amy Wallace have compiled 
something called The Book of Lists (Mor- 
том), which is exactly what its title sug- 


ask for smack, At the end, dean Gene has Getting home via cliché. gests: a bible for those who compulsively 
run out of answers—but, for Christ's sake, rank, number and categorize their way 
he hasn't even asked the questions! We through There are the 12 windiest 
have a gnawing feeling that Wakefield cities in the U.S. (Boston, Dallas and 
has been watching too many soap operas “Easy, breezy and readable, Des Moines, among others, are gustier 


exhibit A: All My Children) and that S 
is sees novel MT as an EK in оде queo [8 iing or drivers and lumberjacks 
flling up pages with clichés. But because those 15-minute gigs. rank high), nine breeds of dog that bite 
it is casy, breezy and readable, Home the most (German shepherds, chows and 
Free is fine for those 15-minute gigs— poodles) and the least (golden and Lab- 
waiting at the dentist's, riding the bus. Tador retrievers), the 15 most boring clas- 
. sics, 23 of the busiest lovers in history, 
writes Roger Angell in the nine shortest-ranning TV series and, 
A Baseball Companion (Si- of course, the ever-popular ten well- 
mon & Schuster), "has its great fans as known one-eyed persons in history. Here 
well as its great athletes—classic perform- are a few of our favorite examples (or, 
ers whose exceptional powers set them Five Lists from The Book of Lists That 
apart from the journeyman spectator. Happen to Fit into a рілувоу Book 
They are often cranky . . . trembling Review): 
with memory and pride and frustration, People Not to Invite to Dinner (Ty- 


ago), the ten worst insurance 


"Every sport, 
his Five Season: 


as ridiculous and touching as any lovers phoid Mary, lor one, and Gabriele 
In the ranks of fandom, Angell him- D'Annunzio, who was supposed to have 
self is a superstar. He is a sophisticated eaten a roast baby). 


Deaths from Strange Causes (umong 
which, that of Allan Pinkerton, ace detec- 
tive, who bit his tongue and died of 
gangrene), 
= Beans and Their Flatulence Levels (soy- 
beans produce the strongest fragrances). 

Three People Who Died During Sex 
(Attila the Hun, Felix Fauré and Pope 
Leo VIII). 

Dr. Dementos Worst Song Titles 
(They Needed a Songbird in Heaven, So 
God Took Garuso Away, for example). 

Our vote for the best of Abby Van 
Buren's Readers’ Seven Most Unusual 
Problems goes to the woman who wrote: 
“My husband burns the hair out of his 


New Yorker writer who admits that his 
blood rushes as spring training nears. 
With childlike joy, he wavels to Florida 
and Arizona to share with the players 
and coaches and managers their annual 
rituals of getting in shape and sta 
another season. During the summer, he 
makes spot checks around the parks in 
both leagues, observing how and why 
players and teams build their good y 
and their bad. He watches games on TV. 
He travels with one of baseball's top 
professional scouts on his rounds of high 
school and college games from North 
Carolina to Mich search of the 
next Willie Mays or Whitey Ford, and 


Five Seasons: superfan's journal. 


old game; he shows vividly what it used 
to mean to be a major-leaguer and con- 
trasts that with how it feels today in the 


3 g era of inflated salaries and off-thefield п 5 
he records the scouts almost ineffably — pressures nose with a lighted match. And he thinks 
subtle judgments of talent and character | Angell does all this in the form of a Jm crazy because I voted for Goldwater.” 


that will shape young men's careers. rambling journal covering the baseball Convinced? Put it on your Summer 


Harvard Business School should be s seasons from 1972 to 1976. So you think Reading List. 

sophisticated! Angell compl about it’s impossible to read an engaging ac E 

modern-day owners and their cold, dol- count of the 1972 baseball season. today? Tt isn't often that a piece of fiction 
larsand-cents approach to the beloved Angell has managed it, because he knows shatters the psyche and rocks the literary 


RUM REVELATIONS. 
"Seer 


Surprising facts every rum drinker should know. 


Ah, whatrum drinkers 
don'tknow aboutrum. 
So Myers’ thinks it’s 
time to raise some 
eyebrows. 


The first fact of rum. 
Rum comes in three 
shades: white, gold, and 
dark. Some light rums are 
blended to have a barely 
noticeable taste. Their 
flavor might fade in the 
drink. But Myerssis 
blended specially tobe 
more flavorful. The Myers's 
comes through the mixer. 


Another surprise. 

Dark rum isn't any stronger than 
light rum. Both are the same 
alcoholic proof. So Myerss isn'tany 
stronger, even though it has a 
tasticr rum flavor. 

More revelations. 

Myer: more expensive. It's 
imported from Jamaica where it's 


axes lica 
The richer taste is worth the time. 
And the price. 


Still another little known fact. 


Caribbean bartenders mix Myerss 
into exotic drinks made with 
lighter rums. They trust Myers's 


to enhance the flavor. So discover 
for yourself the dash that Myers's 
addsto a simple Rum & Cola. The 


extra punch Myers s adds to a 
Planters Punch. Here are the 
recipes for your pleasure. 
Myers’s Planters’ Punch: 
Combine in shaker, 3 oz. orange 
juice, juice of !5 lemon or lime, 
1% oz. Myers. Add 1 tsp. superfine 
sugar and dash of grenadine. Shake 
well and serve in tall glass filled 


WORLD FAMOUS 
IMPORTED 


with ice. Add orange slice, cherry. 


Myers’s Rum and Cola: 
Into a highball glass, add 114.02. 
Myerss Rum. Fill glass with cola 
beverage. Add slice oflemon or 

lime, and stir. 

And finally, onc last point. 
Dark rum is better to use in 
cooking than light rum. Myers's 
addsa fuller rum flavor to foods. 
Try sprinkling Myers's over 
grapefruit halves. It's a simple way 


to create an interesting first course. 
nakes so many rum recipes 
even more delicious. 
So now that you know the facts, 
your choice should be clear: 
MyerssRum. 
Because if you like rum, it's 
you discovered the pleasures that 
waitfor you in the dark. 


Imported by Seagram Distillers Co., 375 Park Avenue, New York, IN.Y. 10022, 80 Proof. 


Presenting the world’s most honored 
watch? in a new limited fourteen 
karat gold edition. The Golden Wings" 
Collection by Longines. 

Each case and band is crafted of 


Nothing says gold like 
Longines...the worlds most honored watch. 


solid, immutable gold—refiried to 

fourteen karat purity, hand finished and 

offered to you with pride, The move- 

ment is all Swiss and pure Longines.. 
See your jeweler or write the 


Longines-Wittnauer Watch Company, 

New Rochelle, New York 10810 

for your free brochure. 
LonginesWittnauer 


me can be beautiful 


world at the same time. John Cheever's 
fourth novel, Falconer (Knopf), does ex- 
actly that: It is an extraordinarily elegant 
bout a prison inmate—somber, 
reflective, disturbing—and is certain to 
win a number of awards. What is 
considered by many to be the most out- 
standing chapter of the novel, involving 
the massacre of the prison cats, originally 
appeared in the January 1976 PLAYBOY. 
е 
Somebody once said that if you were to 
put a chimpanzee in front of a typewriter 
long enough, sooner or later it'd tap out 
King Lear. Put that same primate in 
front of a typewriter for maybe five hou 
and, assuming it can touch-type, it could 
probably produce Kid Andrew Cody end 
Julie Sperrow (Doubleday), Tony Curtis’ 
first novel. 


wor 


. 

What the Vietnam war needs now is 
more books like this one. Phil Caputo, a 
college dropout turned Marine who has 
now made good as the Chicago Tribune's 
Moscow correspondent, has delivered in 
A Rumor of War (Holt, Rinehart & Wii 
ston) perhaps the first truly unpretentious 
book written in English about the recent 
unpleasantness in Indochina. It is the 
remarkably articulate personal memoir of 
ап unsuspecting second looey who saw 
fietnam in 1966 "as a place where | 
might find a bit of dangerous adventure.” 
Properly read, it is the companion picce 
to His Own Story, by Lieutenant William 
L. Calley, of My Lai infamy. Each cap- 
tures the dumfounded displacement. of 
nice American boys in the Southeast 
jungle, exasperated by equal parts mud 
and sudden death. One sees how acci- 
dentally one man went wrong while the 
other muddled through. But Caputo's 
best lines are his first, in the book's 
prolog: “This book does not pretend to. 
be history. It nothing to do with 
politics, power, strategy, influence, na- 
tional interests, or foreign. policy. . . . 
In a general sense, it is simply a story 
about ..” Thank God. 

. 

Donald E. Westlake has written some 
pretty damn funny books in his time, 
but, as they sty in the humor biz, they 
can't all be gems. His latest, mysteriously 
titled Enough! (M. Evans), is something of 
an unpolished rhinestone—colorless, ar- 
tificial and гаш ‚Из ac 
tually a combination of two novellas—the 
first, called Travesty, about а Valium- 
popping film critic who accidentally kills 
one of his girlfriends, clears his name, 
befriends one of the detectives working 
on the case, helps solve the very case he 
committed, sleeps with the detective's 
wile and, to make a long story short 
(which Westlake would have been better 
oft doing himself), ends up getting 
framed for the murder he actually com- 
mitted. Not a bad premise, but the pace 
is slow, the protagonist is too cold- 
blooded to be likable and the humor is 


at the edg 


Sport our new 3 3060 


get to take it 
to the Superbowl 


Or the World Series, NBA Playoffs, Indy 
500, US. Tennis Open or the Kentucky 
Derby Trials. 

We think the world's first portable 
FM/AM radio-cassette recorder with a 
built-in TV deserves a sporting introduc- 
tion. So we're giving you the chance to win 
a trip for two to your favorite sports 
classic. Or you might win lots of other 
prizes—including the new 3060. 


To enter the JVC. 
Super Sports Sweepstakes, just drop by 
your nearest JVC dealer for an entry form. 
You can get his name by dialing 800-221- 
7502 toll-free outside New York. There's 
no purchase necessary. 

While you're there, check out our lat- 
estinnovation—the 
sportiest portable 


Eu JVC 
бейе recorder ever. 


JVC America, Inc., 58-75 Queens Midtown Expressway. Maspeth, New York 11378 212/476-8300. 


Toll-Free а 
800-447-4700" 


) it's easy to subscribe to 


PLAYBOY—and save money, 
foo. A one-year subscrip- 
tion is $12—$7.00 off the 

{ annual $19.00 newsstand 
fate. Call 24 hours a day, 
7 days a week. 


*In Illinois, call 
800-322-4400. 
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Pens that express you on paper and off. 


That's NoNonsense. 
With the Sheaffer NoNonsense* pen, you can lock your best in 8 colors. And 
write your best in either ballpoint, "Tektorw/ marker, or fountain pen. Only 
$1.98 each. All refillable so you can keep up appearances for yearsto come. 


‘SHEAFFER EATON ШЭ 
Shealler Ealon Divison of Textron inc 


Sign it 9 
oNonsense pen. 
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AUTOMATIC TAPE SELECTOR 


MAYBE WE SHOULD RAISE THE PRICE. 


Our new top-of-the-line 
KX-920 has the features 
and performance of 
cassette decks costing 
hundreds of dollars mare, 


KENWOOD 


15777 S. Broadway, Gardena, CA 90248 - 


yet it costs less than $300: 
Why do the others cost 
more? 
Beats us. 


"Suggested resale price. Actual pices are 
estobiished by Kenwood dealers. 


-72-02 Fifty-First Avenue, Woodside, NY 41377 


strained. (At one point, Westlake con 
wives an entire scene just so he can have 
a Spanish landlord say, "Motches? 1 
doan get no motches! 1 doan hab по 
stinkin’ motches!" Movie buffs will rec 
ognize this as a rather unclever para 
phrasing of Alfonse Bedoya's classic linc 
in Treasure of the Sierra Madre.) The 
level of humor sinks drastically in the sec 
ond novella, Ordo, a rather odd 
untouching Jove story, and by mid-book. 
you'll be ready to scream "Enough!" 
Which, come to think of it, may explain 
the le. 


and 


. 

Duke, A Portrait of Duke Ellington (Nor 
ton), by Derek Jewell, is not quite a gem 
its idiosyncratic structure tries to be chron- 
ological and thematic all at once, which 
makes it bog down again and again in 
repetitions that are more likely to drive 
off newcomers than to make converts for 
the Duke. But for old-line Ellington fans, 
it’s probably a must, since Jewell talks 
at last—about Duke's life with the ladies, 
as well as chronicling his life on the road 
all over the world, from the gangsterrun 
Chicago clubs of the early Twenties to a 
70th-birthday celebration at the White 
House that featured, among other things, 
Nixon pounding out a version of Happy 
Birthday on the piano and Agnew fol 
lowing up with his own piano renditions 
of Duke's classics, 


QUICK READS 


Robert Bloch / The King of Terrors (Mys- 
terious Press): A collection of superb 
tales of madness and death from the 
man who brought the world a nasty short 
story called The Real Bad Friend. Don’t 
recognize the title? Well, it became 
Psycho at the movies. Available from 
The Mysterious Press, P.O. Box 334, East 
Station, Yonkers, New York 10704 (ten 
dollars postpaid). 

Dan Gerber / Indy: The World's Fostest 
Carnival Ride (Prentice-Hall): The whole 
story (some of it appeared in the June 
1976 рілувох) of the event, the people 
who follow it, the drivers, the cars, the 
danger and the excitement, with photos 
by Heinz Kluetmeier. A must for fans. 

David Kopay and Perry Deane Young / The 
David Kopay Story (Arbor): Alter Washing- 
ton Star reporter Lynn Roselli broke 
the series on homosexuality in sports, 
David Kopay, longtime professional foot- 
ball player, decided it was time to come 
out of the closet. Here is his story: strict 
Catholic upbringing, life around the [oot 
ball field (he played for five N.F.L. teams, 
ending with Green Bay) and the long 
odyssey toward facing his sexual identity. 

Pat Jordan / Broken Patterns (Dodd. 
Mead): Women athletes are profiled in 
this book but not the usual superstars 
Instead, we get a tough old lady wrestler 
billed as ‘The Moolah 
weight lifters, а drag racer. the world's 
best volleyball player and others. Sports 
stories with an unusual twist. 


Fabulous two 
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Splendor in the glass. 


The splendid taste of E&] Brandy is the result of oak-barrel aging, artful blend- 
ing and charcoal filtering. You'll find it smooth, velvety and exceptionally light. 
Superb straight and marvelous mixed. Try E&], Brandy. E&) Distillers, Modesto, Calif. 


зов girls “to get the glory like Charlie М 


rowin' old with rock 'n' roll can be 

fun. As time passes, the immediate 
impact of each year's hot new group might 
not be so intense as before, the 
sense of rock "n' roll as music with a 
history grows apace. The resultant inter- 
mingling of personal, mu: 
torical time can produce 
sense of dislocation that, if it 
quite equal the experience of seeing the 
Stones or Led Zep for the first time, sure 
beats the hell out of growing up. 

This year, for example, is the tenth 
anniversary of the purported Summer of 
Love and its soundtrack album, Sgt. 
Pepper. So it’s only logical that the rock 
vanguard is celebrating the occasion by 
totally rejecting the post-1967 pop sen- 
sibility and musical complexities and 
turning instead to the raw-edged R&B. 
rooted music of the mid-Sixties for in- 
spiration. 

In England, Eddie and the Hot Rods 
have successfully kept both the musical 
and the personal styles of the early Stones 
and The Who, Their debut album, Teen- 
oge Depression (Island), features the tight, 
hard-driving playing, powerful but con 
wolled vocals and short but to the point 
leadguitar work that characterized the 
very best English rock of 1965. The band 
acknowledges its musical origins on the 
LP's two nonoriginal tunes, The Who's 
The Kids Ате All Right and Sam Cooke's 
Shake, potentially risky choices that it 
carries off with style. 

The New York Art and Punk Rock 
underground has been received with 
justifiable suspicion elsewhere, since the 
New York critics are the only people 
who've actually heard the groups in 
question. Albums by three of the bett 
known outfits are now available and the. 
results, though mixed, are a definite im. 
provement over the New York Dolls. Of 
the lot, Television's Marquee Moon (Elektra) 

casily the most accessible. Singer/song- 
writer Tom Verlaine’s quavering, intense 
vocal style owes a lot to Lou Reed and 
Patti Smith, though it's likely that Patti 
took more from Verlaine than vice versa. 
The lyrics—suriking, frequendy brilliant 
pieces of the darkly romantic, jungle-of- 
cities genre—are complemented by spare, 
slightly menacing musical settings, with 
the band employing repeated minimal 
riffs much in the manner of the early 
West Coast groups. 

‘Three chord rock "n* 


but 


and his- 
surable 
doesn't 


roll is an article 
ol faith among all the young bands, both 
here and in England. The Ramones, 
however, have carried the creed. beyond 
idolatry into nihilistic absurdity. Their 
latest, Leave Home (Sîre), is just as loud, 
fast, unintelligible and numbing as their 
previous disc. Exalting rock stupidity 
(with lyrics about snilfing glue, killing 

n- 


Mid-Sixties revisited. 


“As lime passes, the 

sense of rock ’n’ roll 
as music with a 

history grows apace. 


Incredible Stokowski. 


son” and being dumb), the Ramones 
should appeal mainly to heavy readers 
of Geline and members of outlaw motor- 


Listening to the classic cuts on Phil 
Spector's Greatest Hits (Warner Bros./Spec- 


tor)—The Ronnettes, Crystals, Right- 
cous Brothers, Ike & Tina's River Deep, 
Mountain High—one might be excused 
for feeling that Spector could make any 
group sound magnificent. Welcome back, 
1965; it's like you never left! 
б 

Leopold Stokowski will be 95 this year. 
This incredible musical life span has seen 
him ranked as one of the great conductors 
of all time (eccentric, yes, like all the 
great ones) and recognized as a master of 
lush orchestral sound. And still he is 
scorned by the classical purists. They ques- 
tion his musical taste, his freedom with 
a score and, particularly, his long series of 
transcriptions” (Bach/Stokowski, Bizet/ 
Stokowski, etc), those collaborations with 
dead composers that he has been churning: 
out for 50 years. Others revere him for the 
t that he isa maverick, and a noble one 
at that. He has founded, nourislied and 
funded symphony orchestras; spread. the 
gospel of great music for everyone with 
low-cost concerts; offered employment to 
all gifted musicians, regardless of age, sex 
or race; and practically created single- 
handedly onc of the finest ensembles in 
the world, the Philadelphia Orchestra 
And he's still recording. Two recent issues 
represent the range of quality and style 
Stokowski can achieve. Bizet’s Cormen and 
UArlésienne Suites (Columbia) are superbly 
performed and recorded. This is perfect 
Stokowski material: full of highly tex- 
tured, emotional passages, dynamically 
varied and familiar. In SQ or stereo, this 
record is a sonic marvel. Stokowski has 
always been in the vanguard of recorded 
sound: He was investigating long-play 
techniques as early as 1931; in 1989 and 
1940, he recorded the sound track (with 
the Philadelphia Orchestra) for Disney's 
Fantasia in multichannel "stereo"; and 
he was one of the first to explore quad- 
raphonics. All that background and skill 
are evident in this disc, produced by Paul 
Myers. Not so successful is Wagner's Göt- 
ferdámmerung: Orchestral Highlights. (RCA), 
in which the maestro conducts the Lon- 
don Symphony Orchestra in, again, some 
familiar material. The recording is not 
nearly up to the Bizet standard and the 
1.5.0., a fine orchestra, sounds good but 
not terribly spirited, There is even some 
sloppy playing in Briinnhilde’s Immo- 
lation, but that, alas, can be typical of 
Stokowski, too. Yet he has never been 
afraid to demonstrate his fallibility—or 
his humanity. After all, you don't get to 
be 95 without dropping the baton now 
and then. 


. 

Without Raymond Douglas Davies, the 
Kinks would be rather ordinary. They 
have a reputation for sloppy stage per- 
formances and а persistent rumor is that. 


Picture yourself, 
Pronto! 


Ый ean Ea 


The new Pronto! has a self-timer that puts you in your own picture! 


With this new self-timer Pronto!, 
the fun is automatic. And so’s the 
camera! Just set the distance and 
timer, then join the tun in front of the 
camera. Now get ready! The camera 


will set the exposure and go off auto- 

matically. In minutes, you'll have a POLAROID LAND CAMERA 
sharp, clear SX-70 picture—and х 
you're in it! 


You'll have all the laughter of that moment for many years 
tocome, too. Because the brilliant colors of Sx-70 pictures last. 
SX-70 pictures are more fun than ever with a new self- 


timer Pronto! Because after all, you ought to be in pictures. \ 


Polaroids Е 
New Pronto! 


Reproduced from the original unretouched photograph. 
1977 Polaroid Corporation Folarcid*, SX-70® ard Pronto!™ 
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The active 
ingredient in 
Mon Triomphe 

IS you. 


There is no one quite like 
you. You've got your own 
personality. Your own 
chemistry. 

And that's the active 
ingredient in Mon Triomphe 
cologne. 

Mon Triomphe has 
imported essences and 
oils that are designed 
to mix with your body 
chemistry to give you 
your own individual scent. 

A scent that only you 
can wear. 

Get the cologne that's 
as distinctive as you are. 
Mon Triomphe. 


Mon Тпотрће Cologne, 
Alter Shave. Musk Plus Cologne 
and other fine grooming aids 
Available at selected dept. stores 
and other fine stores. 


bility and his 
ist transform the band's 
every record into а big event, as they sa 
on TV. He is given to producing song 
cycles on everything from the mercenary 
world of pop music to the transformation 
of English village life. He's into transfor- 
mations again on Sleepwalker (Arista), but 
this time out, he’s singing about the 
strange changes people go though when 
the sun goes down. The title song is a 
"s comment on his life. Pull Moon 
suring look at lycanthropy: “Рау 
no attention if I crawl across the room, 
Its just another full moon." Mr. Big 
Man is about other changes, the ones 
people go through when they hit the top 
1 realize they can treat others as badly 
they please. Life Goes On is a cheerful 
reminder that “Life will hit you whe 
you least expect and even suicide 
won't help much. When you're dead and 
gone. life will still go on and on. 

Les you take his playful wickedness 
100 seriously, Davies throws in a remind- 
er that what he's ng is only Juke 
Box Music: “Ivs only meant to dance to, 
so you shouldn't take it to heart, 

б 


Joseph Byrd's Yankee Transcendoodle ( 
koma) is the first real evidence that we 
have that regression into past lives is nor 
only possible but desirable. In his present 
lile, composer/arranger Byrd is 
cologist, virtuoso on the synth nd 
one of the most cheerful talents оп the. 
West Coast In his previous existence, 
which spans the 19th Century, Byrd must 
have vagabonded across the continent, 
absorbing as much popular American 
music as he could. He heard The Star- 
Spangled Banner played in waltz time. 
He heard the Boston Latin School Band 
render Columbia, the Gem of the Ocean 
and America the Beautiful, The National 
Emblem March by the P. T. Barnum 
Music Consortium, You're а Grand Old. 
Flag by the Cherokee Reservation Drum 
and Bugle Corps, Home, Sweet Home by 
а 15-year-old girl cornetist in a Lutheran 
church on the Fourth of July and Con- 
quest of the American Wilderness, а 
sound haiku to industrial. progress. Byrd 
remembers it all exactly as he heard it— 
the original arrangements, instruments 
and styles of execution—and has exuber- 
andy reproduced it on the synthesizer. 
You can even pick out Walter P. Chrysler, 
the automobile manufacturer, when he 
was a machinist for the Union Pacific in 
the 1880s and played tuba in thc railroad 
band. 


б 

George Bernard Shaw wrote in 1888 
that the music of Brahms “is at bottom 
only a prodigiously elaborated compound 
of incoherent reminisc à judgment 
h he later apologized. It took Shaw 
rs. however, to reverse himself, by 
me he, too (like Brahms's liste 


which 


ers), may have begun to nod off. Too much 
of Brahms is old men's music—rambling. 
droning stuff, muddy in effect. But the 
chamber works are quite a different mai 
ter. You may not jump out of your ch 
and dance, but these pieces have a sense 
of formal unity and romantic conviction 
that makes them the crown of Brahms’s 
achievement. Several years ago, RCA re- 
corded cellist Gregor Pia 
died last August) and pianist Artur 
Rubinstein in the Sonatas for Cello and 
Piano—in E Minor (Opus 38) and F Major 
(Opus 99). The disc has only now been 
released. The E Minor shows 
exper with an inter 
ture of styles, while the F Major—a 
mature, integrated work—teems 
ideas and power, particularly in the ¢ 
loping third movement. Pi: 
elegance and Rubinstein’s fire make this 
a collaboration without peer. Both, of 
course, were old men when the disc was 
but we'll bet you've never h 
such nimble, moving playing as this, 
б 

After а decade of personnel changes 
and hard-earned journeyman status with- 
in the pop world, Fleetwood Mac was 
faced with the most delightful problem 
yet—how 10 follow up 
scored quadruple-pl. 
swer, of cou 
better one. Where Mac’s last album fou 
new members Lindsey Buckingham and 
Stevie Nicks—he of the scalar gu 
and she of the bewitching Rhiannon 
voice—defrly fecling their way, Rumours 
(Warner Bros.) finds them fully integrated 
into the band. With sharper production, 
Go Your Own Way—the first single (rom 
an album filled with them—t jumps 
the speakers with rocking intensity, 
while Stevie's Dreams offers another dose 


voll 
crushes as album sales, veteran. Christine 
McVie possesses the sexier vocal tones. 
ate Songbird and the lusciously 
Make Loving Fun are 
ugh to make a hard-rocker wi 
While Mac's huge commercial succe: 
ass-culture comparis 
mburger of the same name, Rumours 
offers a special sauce to make Ronald 
McDonald envious. 
б 

Pink Floyd, the stripping hcavy- 
weight of space rock. has moved into 
the barnyard for Animels (Columbia) and 
mated its headphone-designed rock with 
Orwell's Animal Farm fantasy. Call 
the result bestiality. To be sure, Floyd 
has crafted an album ideal for sharing 
with а potent joint of Colombian—lors 
of reverberating voices and guitars—but 
the wite lyrical execution, punctuated by 
inks and barks, is for the birds. Dogs 
unleashes the best melody in an album 
otherwise devoid of su g substance. 
Check ош the cover, though—it's a stun- 
ner, pictui а 50-foot inflated pig 


` YOU WANT THE BEST SOUND? а 


© matter 
what anyone 
tells you. you just 
cant get a high qualit 
stereo receiver that sounds “better 
than”... as good as ...or “the same 
as” Marantz. Not for more money 
And certainly not for less. Why? There 
are well made violins and there is 
Stradivarius. There are good stereo 
receivers and there is Marantz 
Marantz has a true musical sound. 
Virtually no distortion. Nocoloration, 
No artificial ringing or 

resonance. 


een ws 
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of music — symphonic 

opera. jazz — Marantz is at one with 
the music. And in today s 
electronic rock, Marantz is 
as much a musical instru- 
ment as the synthesizer or 
the mixing panel. Some 
manufacturers may match 
Marantz specifications. 
Even features. But none can 
deliver the true musical 
sound of Marantz 


O87? Marantz Са ос subidas of Suge vie їс 


LÀ 


There are other 
differences. of course. 
Take power for example. 
Marantz receivers give you 
more watts per dollar in the widest 
choice of power and lowest distor- 
tion. Right on upto a walloping 185 
Watts RMS per channel. 8 Ohms. 


200.000 Hz at 0.05% Total Har- 
monic Distortion. You also get the 
quality performance features ever 
engineered into a receiver line. Youll 
8) budget. Marantz really 
does sound better. 
алу different. Because Marantz 
sounds like music. Experience 
receivers, speaker systems. 
cassette decks, tumtables and 
Marantz dealer. He's in the 
Yellow Pages. 


most impressive combination of 
find prices to match any 
д ж 
z 
“5% Dont let anyone tell vou 
the unique sound of Marantz 
components at your nearest 
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You cant trust 
a machine 
to make a 
great knife. 


| 


People make great knives. Machines can't. Each 
Schrade Old Timer is made with over 100 hand 
operations. And each hand operation is carefully. 
inspected. For a great knife you can trust, Schrade 
Cutlery Corp., New York 12428, Made in U.S.A. 


Old Timer: by Schrade 


940T 


Gunstock Trappe: 


HOW TO FEEL 
LIKE A MILLION. 


Nothing gives a man more ‘of a touch of class than taking a 
cigar out of o tube. And there's no better tubed cigar for the 
money thon Royale by Gold Label. A stylish cigar with a 
rich Cameroon wrapper. And all the mild- 

ness ond freshness sealed in by the 

tube. Sotake out a Royale ond 

toke on the look of a 

millionaire. 


ROYALE z a tabe 
by Gold Libel 


strung between smokestacks of a British 
power plant. The punch linc is that after 
the shooting, the pig escaped, causing 
bemused havoc for the air trafic over 
London's Heathrow Airport. Although 
Floyd hardly needed the publicity—its 
albums are automatic 1,000.000 sell 
the headlines did demonstrate that Ani- 
mals is full of hot air. 

. 

Valerie С: the latest lady to drift 
out of the $ fornia canyons, 
has a voice that would turn Bonnie Raitt 
green with envy. On her debut album. 
Just а Stone's Throw Away (Columbia)- 
a year and a half in the making—Vale 
invited every name musician in L-A. to 
lend a hand and, predictably, the hired 
help took over. As a result, the album 
alternates among several distinct styles: 
With help from Linda Ro: 
Herb Pederson, delicately аттап; 
lads come off like recent Ronstadt out- 
takes; under the production of Maurice 
White (Earth, Wind & Fire), Valerie's soul- 

ss suffers beneath a deluge of horn- 
ngements, Carter's vocal range 
and emotional control are most accessible 
under the influence of Lowell George and 
Bill Payne of Little Feat, where she 
ades from pop power blues to терда, 
She finds her niche by the final cut, a 
saucy blues number, Back to Blue Some 
More—but by then you feel hopelessly 
uneasy about where you've been taken. 
Like Ronstadt, Carter is a vocalist, 
a songwriter, so her album's continuity 
must derive from her selection and in- 
terpretation of other writers’ songs. Just 
a Stone's Throw Away journeys in too 
many directions for a record bow, leaving 
you with nothing more than a portfolio 
of Valerie’s extraordinary vocal versatil- 
ity. Come to think of it, that's not such 
a bad thing for an introductory LP to do. 

D 

Teny Bird (Columbia) introduccs a gifted 
singer-composer who has created a unique 
musical style out of the diverse clements 
of his own background. He was born and 
bred in Malawi in southern Africa. His 
parents were English, but [or Bird, Africa 
is home. It's a home that is becoming in 
creasingly difficult for a white man to live 
in, and the lyrics of some of Bird's songs 
reflect that reality, He wrote Athlone In- 
cident after being caught in a bl. 
of Cape Town on a Saturday п 
felt sacifice/For the years of bad 
bad news./For how can you tell a man 
you're neutral/When he's always been 
misused?” Its an effective protest. song, 
because it’s not just about the problems 
of blacks. It’s also a protest against. the 
fear that whites live with in a racist soci- 
ety. But Tony Bird is much more than a 

He is in love with the 
a nd he sings about it 
and lyrically on Rift Valley 
and Outeniqua. But even at his most 
lyrical, the pain of his possible exile hom 
the land is apparent. Bird's style is an 


mov me 


an pop forms and 
h styles. He's backed 
by a group of musicians who are mostly 


black Africans and. West. Indians living 
want 


in London. Their work makes you 
to hear more Alrican music. 
P 

The Chicago urban blues tradi 
established by such immortals as Muddy 
Waters and the late Howlin’ Wolf—has 
not been totally offed by soul music. It 
live and throbbing—as Son Seals, 
0 blues man. proves in his 
Midnight Sen (Alligator 
This record is hard-core electric blues, 
firmly rooted in the great tradition. But 
it is no mere relic. These blues are alive, 
vibrant and very much the music of 
today. Seals's vocals are suong and com- 
pelling, and his leadguitar work is a 
model of tion and economy. Any- 
ted with the feedback and wah-wah 
pedal so overused by contemporary 
“heavy” guitarists will find Seals's sizzling 


on 


solos gly musical and to the 
point. Save two cuts, all the material is 
by Seals, and it shows him to be a major- 
league blues writer, 


. 

America scems to be jammed check by 
jowl with frustrated fans of the old movie 
musicals, Revivals on the tube placate 
them somewhat and That's Entertain- 
ment Land JI provided heady highs. But 


Tunes from the cutting-room floor. 


when you're hooked. you're hooked, which 
is why the MGM-Fox freaks should be 
eternally grateful to Out Take Records 
for Сип, Volumes I and TI, yet, of words 
and-music sweepings from the studios’ 
cuuins-room floor. How arcane can you 
get? Judy Garland singing songs that 
didn't even make it to the screen. Holy 
Busby Berkeley! Well, here's a caveat 
for all you prospective emptors; there's a 
very good reason why some of the 
material never played your local Bijou. 
There are tunes that are ghastly, there 
are performances that are worse. When 
the likes of Ann Sothern, June Allyson, 
Beuy Grable, Oscar Levant, John Но. 
disk and Jack Nicholson (Jack Nichol- 
son?) supply some of the singing, one 


has to set one’s expectations at a rather 
low level. But fear not, music lovers, 
there's a vast supply of Garland (it took 
a very bad song, indeed, to conquer Judy's 
genius) interspersed with such goodies as 
Lena Horne singing Bill, Debbie Reyn- 
olds doing a very creditable You Are 
My Lucky Star, Gene Kelly offering the 
Gershwins' beautiful 7 Gotta Crush on 
You, Garland, Mickey Rooney and 
Nancy Walker frolicking through the 
Gershwins Bronco Busters and, for all 
bashed sentimentalists out there, 
ete MacDonald and Nelson Eddy 
doing their laryuxtodarynx thing on 
Noel Coward's The Call of Life. И you 
can't find the two LPs at your record 
shop, $748 cach sent to Out Take 
Records, P. O. Box 298, Ansonia Station, 
ew York, New York 10023, should 
have them in your hot little hands in 
short order. 


SHORT CUTS 

Rufus, featuring Choka Khon / Ask Rufus 
(ABC): Articulate material, both musi 
cally and verbally: warm, pulsing sounds: 
and a great lead singer. 

The Mighty Clouds of Joy / Truth Is the 
Power (ABC): There isn't a beter singing 
group anywhere, and the Clouds have 
managed to keep their message intact 
while serving up some well-cooked but 
not overdone sounds. Il make you 
believe. 


Introducing a new way 
to get The Dry Look 


3 


made The Dı 


Now The Dry Look'comes in a pump spray, too. 


The Dry Look pump gives you that same dry, natural look that’s 
Look the #1 men's aerosol. It gives you a natural hold 


look 


that’s not stiff. And there are three formulas to choose from. Regular 
Hold, Extra Hold, and Max Hold," the super-holding spray. The Dry 
Look Pump Spray. It's a new way to get The Dry Look...and The Dry 


Look look. 


and The Dry Look 
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TELEVISION 


ould “Network” really happen? Pad- 

dy Chayefsky's controversial sereen- 
play for one of the year's smash-hit films 
has been attacked as a wild exaggeration 
of the facts of life, corporate-TV style. 
Bul one chapter of its gospel, enunciated 
by the rapacious programing executive 
played by Faye Dunaway, is that the 
secret of high ratings is hitting the audi- 
ence in the gut. Get them to hate, 
love, fear. In other words, avouse their 
emotional responses. Is “Network's” ex- 
cess—firing an anchor man for low rat- 
ings, then rehiring him when he hypes 
his audience by threatening to commit 
suicide oncamera—really so far removed 
from dumping an anchor man on 
grounds of low G.SR2 

What, you may ask, is G.S.R2 Califor- 
nia free-lancer David Chagall explains: 

Never mind Cronkite, Chancellor, 
Brinkley or the other heavyweight anchor 
actors reading their somber nightly solil- 
oquies. The next time you settle down 
for the evening news, keep a close watch 
on your own G.S.R. 

In case you haven't heard yet, G.S.R. is 
Galvanic SI Response, and it has bı 
come the in method for finding out which. 
news personality gets us the most emo- 
tionally involved. 

The GS.R. is not a new toy; it's been 
used fór years as part of the s d 
polygraph, or liedetector, tes. What 
SR. does is measure. emotional turn- 
ons, When we are stirred up, as any lusty 
dude can verify, our hearts beat faster, 
vily and our bodies sweat. 
i n, no more 
п erection or a wet 
dream. And it's easily measurable, be- 
caue dry skin is а lousy conductor of 
electricity, but perspiring flesh really gets 
those electrons racing. By measuring how 
much current flows off our bodies, mar- 
keting shrinks can tell how turned on we 
are by whatever we are looking at or 
listening to. What they can't know for 
sure is which emotion is doing the dirty 
work. To a G.S.R. machine, lust, love, 
hate, greed and terror all look the same— 
g peak on a basically flat trace. 

But in the T Vratings derby, it really 
doesn't matter. One emotion works just 
as well as another in pulling in those big 
numbers. Love me, hate me, stomp me 
pretty, baby—just don't ignore me. 

To see how it feels at the guinea pig 
end of a GSR., I visited one of Los 
Angeles’ top investigative and commercial 
tes ncies, I sat down at a small 
ble while the attractive operator swabbed 
nd with rubbing alcohol and 
dried it with a paper napkin. 
ng. she assured me, was simply to ma 


he cleans- 


Out in California, 
somebody's sweaty palms 
hooked up to a machine 
may decide who 
your next local 
newsman will be. 


sure ro oily stains on my finger tips 
interfered with the skin's electrical. con- 
ductivity and was clearly no reflection on 
my sanitary condition. 

Mollified, I let her attach the finger 
sensors. These arc inchdlong curved metal 
plates that fit across the pads of the index 
and ring fingers. An elastic doth, like the 
p on a blood-pressure device. is wound 
tly around each one and hooks to 
elf with self-stick ends. A pair of wires 
lead from the sensors into the recorder, 
where they activate a couple of tracing 
pens across graph paper. 

The elect es made me a little 
nervous, 

“Is there any chance at all of—you 
know—electric shock or anything 
th 


I asked. 

I smiled confidently, 
wouldn't read my question as а 
cowardice. She smiled back. 

"You са she said. “The only 
current that goes through those sensors 
amounts to less than that from a size-D 


hoping 


relax, 


battery in а fashli 


ht. Now, do you feel 


“Good. I'm going to ask you a few 
dumb questions, just to establish your 
response level. Everyone rcacts differently. 
so the way I set the machine at the be 
ginning is crucial. Is your name David 
Chagall?" 

“Yes,” I said. 

The pens traced 

“Do you live in Los Angeles?” 

"Yes. 

‘The pens traced; she turned some dials 
on the control panel. 

"I want a yes answer on this m 
question, no matter what I ask. You'll 
know it’s a lie, ГЇ know it’s a lie, but 
your G.S.R. won't know and it will г 
spond. We call this a know: 
Ready? Now, remember, answer yes. Are 
you a Communist spy? 

"Yes" 1 said, hoping the State Depart- 
ment would know it was a lie. 

The pens traced, darted up to a s 
, mailed down and flattened 
п. The operator made a final adjust- 
ment and turned to me. 

“Now we'll try you on these pictures,” 
she said. 

She pulled а stack of 8 x 105 from а 
file folder and laid them face down on 
the table. 


the numeral one on the graph paper 
She held up a photo of Henry 
ger. The trace stayed flat. She placed 
Kissinger face down on a second pile. 
amber two,” she said, marking the 
graph. 

A photo of Jimmy Carter. The trace 
moved up slightly, then quickly flattened 

“Number three.” 

She ran through her stack of two dozen 
prints. When we were through, she 
checked her notes, marked a few places 
and nodded. 

(ou showed extreme response just 


three ti id. "And a moderate 
response twice.” 
“Who really set me off?” I asked. 


“Telly Savalas, Raquel Welch and 
Adolf Hitler: 

Like I said, to a G.S.R. machine, every 
emotion looks the same. But a st 
sponsor could care less. When Bell 
Telephone was looking for a front man 
to promote its long-distance calls, leadin 
candidates included а seven-foot ex- 
N BA. center, а furrylipped Olympic 
swimming gold medalist, a handsome 
international skier, a sassy tennis champ 


T 


imberline. 


T 


's wearing 


Somebody 


Timberline” toiletries for men. Also available in gift sets. From $3. 
MOM COMPANVINC. NORTINALE, N: 07037 £1977 A ea 
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ORIGINAL SIMONIZ. 
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SIMPLE SIMONIZ 


There are shines 
and there are Simoniz shines. 


Original Simoniz gave you a great shine. 
But it took hours of hard work. 


With today's Simoniz Pre-Soft, 
it takes less than an hour of not-so-hard work. 
But you still get a great Simoniz shine. 


Simoniz Pre-Soft. 
It’s real Simoniz. Made simple. 


SIMONIZ: ACCEPT NO SUBSTITUTES. 


SIMONIZ IS A REGISTERED TRADEMARK OF UNION CARBIDE CORPORATION E 


and a 


ang of other sports celebrities 
But when all the GS.R.s were counted 
the tall. dark and cocky basketballer won 
sweaty palms down. And that's how Big 
Bill Russell gets to collect all those fat 
residuals from Ma Bell every month 

In the TV business, on-air personali 
ties are tried out in the smaller markets 
just the way majorleague baseball 
its Triple-A 
under contract. In St. Louis, CBS had a 
six-o'clock news winner in Patrick Emory, 
so it hired him and his news director 
for its Los Angeles station. There he 
joined Sandy Hill, fresh from her Niels 
triumphs in Seattle, and mai 
back smiling smugly as they 
ke in the advertising loot. When the 


ison youngsters 


1 
tment sat 


aited to 


show's ratings remained low month alter 
month, the executives panicked 

To find out what had happened, CBS 
rushed video tapes of Emory and Hill, 
along with segments of all the competi 
tion's ncwscasters to a San Francisco 
researcher, a low-profile firm called ERA 
Research. ERA jammed several hundred 
willing bodies into a theater, daubed 
their fingers with a jelly that conducts 
electricity and strapped metal plates over 
the stult. Wires from the plates fed into 
machines measuring the flow of electrons. 
Then the house lights dimmed, the bionic 
people grew quiet and the video tapes 
played. 
Results? The G.S.R-s showed litle 
uice flowing for Emory or Hill but strong 
arousal for ABC's Christine Lund and 
NBC's John Schubeck, with moderately 
moist palms for NBC's Paul Moyer and 
ABC's Judd Hambrick. What hurt the 
CBS brass most was the finding that a 
veteran anchor person they had dropped 
a few months earlier—Jerry Dunphy— 
had scored the greatest G-S.R. of them all. 
ABC picked Dunphy up and he now 
leads the Los Angeles pack in ratings 

Twenty-four hours after the G.S. Rs 
were in, CBS fired Patrick Emory. Sandy 
Hill was axed a day later and inside of 
two weeks, a score of supporting players 
u out résumés and looking 


were whippi 
for new jobs. They had committed the 
unforgivable sin: flunking their skin tests. 
Asked for comment, CBS vice-president 
Thomas Battista calmly observed that 
that kind of mass house cleaning was 
nothing new at the network. "We had 
similar shake-ups in St. Louis Шпее and 
n in Chicago 


a half years ago and agi 
ight after that. 

Today, instead of the Roman thumbs 
down or the Yankee fickle finger of fate, 
the symbol of the TV loser is a dry 
sweatless palm. Even so, newsreaders 
who are G.S.R.ed out of the business still 
don't have it too bad. What the hell, they 
shoot horses, don't they? 

In "Network," David, they shoot an 
chor men, 100. 


Raise the roof tonight 
ina Charger. 


If you can't wait to see that evening E E and your Charger were born for the night. 
sun go down, the '77 Charger is your yo 3 A standard 318 V8 teams up with 

special car. Made for people who come Р ҸӘ! DN Dd TorqueFlite autornatic transmission to give 
out to play after dark. And now you can 2 A ¥ & 2 / Charger a response that's anything but 
ў 


make a night of it ina Charger that wel- ‚ everyday. 

comes the night inside. Vig A When the day starts to fade and you're 
Just remove the transparent panels Г ready to shift into high gear, you need the 

of the optional T-bar roof, and you're = Ki УА car that can light up the night—Charger. 

cruising in a Charger that's almost a con- - Why let another sun go down without 

vertible. Come alive in the invigorating breeze as you driving one? You can buy or lease an exciting new '77 

settle into the high-back bucket seats. For certain, you Charger from your nearby Dodge Dealer today. 
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Te; Super Bowl is in progress in Miami 
(Dallas Cowboys vs. Pittsburgh Steel- 
ers), with 80,000 fans in attendance, while 
a Goodyear blimp hovers overhead—a gi- 
gantic booby trap carrying enough dart 
bullets to kill three times that many 
people. In this age of incredible terrorist 
capers, virtually anything seems possible, 
even probable, and Black Sunday (deftly 
adapted by Ernest Lehman, Kenneth 
Ross and Ivan Moffat from Thomas Har- 
ris’ novel) wrings maximum suspense 
from the play-by-play description of a 
Black September plot to give all Ameri 
cans a shock in the name of Palestinian 
justice. Producer Robert nd di- 
rector John Frankenheimer (with his 
hottest assignment since The Manchurian 
Candidate) have outdone themselves to 
make Black Sunday believable, intelli- 
gent, bone-chilling and as up to the 
minute as any piece of bad news since the 
Olympicvillage raid im Munich. What 
makes the movie work so well is not ace 
ematography or Frankenheimer's close 
coverage of meetings, murders, pursuits 
and splitsecond strategy over а two- 
month period in which FBI men and 
dogged Israelis track the terrorisis from 
Beirut to California, zona, Washing- 
ton, D.C., and Miami. Strong characteri- 
zations are the key, and here's a horror 
story represented on both sides by rec- 
ognizable, scary but honest-to-God people 
who seem to be the victims as well as the 
defenders of their wildly conflicting 
causes. Marthe Keller, fresh from her 
American debut in Marathon Man, 
projects such ruthless Е m as a 
Palestinian Liberation Organization ring- 
leader that you're apt to forget she's 
beautiful. The deadliest weapon in her 
arsenal turns out to be Bruce Dern. pi- 
loting that blimp and preparing explo- 
es а volatile U.S. war hero who 
has been brainwashed by the Viet Cong, 
divorced by his wife, pumped up emotion- 
ally within a pinpoint of detonation. Pit- 
ted against them is Robert Shaw, playing 
a veteran Israeli operative who allows 
that “doubt has entered in” after 30 years 
of unflagging professional vengeance. 
Shaw is the real hero of the piece, with 
Fı Weaver, Bekim Fehmiu and Steven 
Keats prominent among his do-or-die 
friends and implacable foes. There are 
damned few of them left by the time Black 
Sunday ends with a bang, leaving you 
both limp and exhilarated—fecling every- 
ihing you're supposed to feel when a first- 
e topical thriller really takes off. 
. 

Buckets of gore are spilled by a homi- 
cidal maniac to rupture the surface of a 
serene Roman Catholic neighborhood in 
Communion. Ihe first victim is а lovely 
young girl (Brooke Shields) who is stra 
gled, stuffed into a bench and burned 


Black Sunday: a genuine thriller. 


"Black Sunday is believable, 
intelligent, bone-chilling 
and as up to the minute 
as any piece of bad news 
since the raid in Munich.” 


Unholy Communion. 


within the church itself, still wearing her 
white Commu 
to the child's older 
with u 
pard), a jealous and vengeful kid whose 


doting mom and divorced dad refuse to 
accept a heap of evidence that their 
daughter may be schizoid. To give 
away more of the plot would spoil its 
chain of numbing surprises. Shot from 
eccentric angles to emphasize, on a sub- 
conscious level, how mindless violence 
can suddenly tilt the normal, straight- 
forward perspectives of a very ordinary 
small town, Communion is a primitive 
but highly promising work by writer- 
director Alfred Sole of Paterson, New 
Jersey. Plotting and motivation for Sole 
and his co-author, Rosemary Ritvo, are 
occasionally shaky, the acting a shade too 
broad at times, yet Gommunion’s weak- 
nesses tend to fade against the suspense, 
ation and pell-mell tempo of the 
chilling revelations unfolded. Director 
Sole, incidentally, may be one of the few 
porno alumni to successfully move on 
from hard-core sex to sizzling violence; 
his Deep Sleep, awarded top prize for a 
fulllength feature at the second New 
York Erotic Film Festival, also caused 
him to be tried, convicted and fined in 
1973 under an antiquated New Jersey 
law against fornication. Communion, 
like Sleep, was filmed in and around 
Paterson and will undoubtedly clear 
Sole’s hometown reputation while boost 
ing his stock as а legitimate film maker. 
That small irony detracts nothing from 
Sole or his achievements but may teach 
other young hopefuls a lesson he had to 
learn the hard way: You can woo public 
opinion by peddling bloody murder i 
places where they shoot you down for 
endorsing explicit sex. 
. 

Fact and fiction are so recklessly 
blended in Brothers that it's impossible to 
tell for sure whether the movie is inflam- 
matory, simple-minded, Парта 
sponsible—or a potent ple 
justice. Though the names have been 
disguised to protect the innocent—or 
guilty, as the case may be—Brothers is a 
tale of unrequited love, ic Ca- 
sey playing black revolutionary George 
Jackson (they call him David Thomas) 
and Voneta McGee playing militant 
Angela Davis (ydept Paula Jones). As 
performers and as people, both are be- 
yond reproach, according to this slick 
nterpretition of recent history. which 
might as well be titled It Ain't Necesa: 
ily Soledad. Unjustly convicted and ulti- 
mately ambushed by white authorities, he 
dics in a shoot-out at a California state 
prison. She, charged with supplying weap- 
ons for a courtroom massacre that made 
headlines from coast to coast, is jailed 
after a well-publicized trial. As recounted 
by the writing producing team of Edward 
and Mildred Lew: п collaboration with 
director Arthur Barron, the Jackson- 
Davis/Thomas Jones tragedy tugs at the 
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tasting drink. = 
We call it The Seven & Seven seagtarys 
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British taste American price: 
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White Satin Gin 
Of all the gins distilled in America, only Burnett's uses an 
imported Coffey still. The same kind of still that’s used in Britain. Thats 
how we keep our taste so British, and our price so American. 
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audience's heartstrings, but it’s 
more emotional than informa- 
tive. Baron, a TV veteran 
with impressive credits, puts 
supercharged realism into the 
prison scenes, АП the rest of 
Brothers looks black and white 
(black for good, white for evil, 
mostly)—idealized_ and super- 
ficial. 1f, God help us, it rep- 
resents the whole truth and nothing but 
the truth, it should е been a lot 
better. 


б 

After reaping enormous profits from 
Airport and Airport 1975, what can you 
do for an encore? You don't kill a 
wounded goose that lays nothing bur 
golden eggs. So Universal Studios decided 
to mate the air-disaster formula with an 
old sunken-submarine movie plot, to pro- 
duce an air-sea epic called Airport 77. 
This time, i hijacked luxury jumbo 
jetliner—carrying а full cargo of digni- 
taries, Rembrandts and sundry objets 
d'art to the estate of transportation ty- 
coon James Stewart. Well, things get out 
of hand after the hijackers have tempo- 
rily immobilized pilot and passengers 
with nerve gas. Following a serious mis- 
hap and ditching procedures, pilot Jack 
Lemmon, Brenda Vaccaro, Lee Grant, 
Joseph Cotten, Olivia de Havilland, 
Christopher Lee, Robert Hooks and a 
sizable supporting cast wake up in an 
airtight—but not especially watertight.— 
747 at the bottom of the ocean, miles off 
course in the Bermuda Triangle, with no 
radio contact, limited oxygen, tempers 
running short, romances ripening and oc- 
ial traces of panic among those bad- 
ly injured or generally unstable. The 
U.S. Navy saves most of the principals 
in a swell rescue sequence, which occurs 
too late to keep the movie as a whole 
from foundering in a choppy sea of 
schmaliz. 


С 

A nightmarish erotic mural painted 
on the inside walls of an apartment 
swimming pool in a California desert 
town becomes the eerie symbol of much 
deeper psychological dislocations in Rob- 
ert Altman's 3 Women. As writer-producer- 
director of a mesmerizing and supercool 
suspense drama—developed, he vows, 
from a disturbing dream he had—Alt 
man returns to the very personal kind of 


film he has generally avoided since 
named Bodhi Wind 


Images. An 
provides the tings of 
devilish creatures locked in lewd sexual 
sport. though [or ye purposes. 
Wind's dark visions are meant to reflect 
the libido of Janice Rule, as the land- 
lord's pregnant artist wife, a woman who. 
arely speaks. Altman's attention is riv- 
eted, as the audiences will be, upon 
roommates Shelley Duvall and Sissy Spa- 
cek. The two younger women meet at a 


artist 
bizarre pool р: 


narr 


Airport? loses altitude. 


"Well, things get out 
of hand after Airport 77's 
hijackers have temporarily. 
immobilized pilot and 
passengers with nerve gas." 


3 Women: Who did what? 


local dinie, where they provide hydro- 
therapy for elderly handicapped patients. 
While Spacek works cunning variations 
on the sort of half-demented waif she 
portrayed in Carrie, Duvall runs away 
with the picture as a lonely, touching, 
talkative nobody who has obviously in- 
vented a girkabouttown personality for 
herself by shopping through mail-order 


catalogs and collecting easy time-saver rec- 
ipes. “I'm famous for my dinner par 
ties,” she boasts, as she prepares pigs in 


blankets and chocolatepudding tarts to 
serve six, four of whom fail to show up. 
Hilarious for openers, superb throughout, 
Shelley reveals a streak of courage and 
nutty indomitability as 3 Women begins 
to change shape—gradually evolving 
from a kinky comedy of manners, Cali- 
fornia-contemporary style, into somethi 
quite special 

Determinedly ambiguous, as usual, Alt- 
man spells out a tantalizing Pinteresque 
riddle about the roles women play or 


в 


are compelled to play. The men in the 
movie are largely studs and sex ob 
jects who don't seem to matter 
much in the real scheme of 
things. We learn little about the 
backgrounds of the two girls ex- 
cept that they're both from T 
and have probably changed their 
names, Millie (Shelley) invites 
the loutish landlord up to 
bed; Pinky (Sissy) tries a 
suicidal leap into the pool 
goes into a coma and returns 
home an apparent victim of amnesia, 
behaving more like Millie than Millie 
ever could—even to the point of writ- 
ing entries in. Millie's diary. The land- 
lord's wife has her baby one dreadful 
night, and 3 Women builds to a climax 
that involves murder and switched identi 
jand will surely send everyone home 
to debate who's who, who did what and 
what the hell was it all about, anyway? 
Altman doesn't supply simple answers 
but poses some fascinating, compassion- 
ate questions about the female of the 
species. He also succeeds admirably in his 
professed purpose of making open-ended 
abstract films that challenge the imagina- 
tion. Compared with Altman's sophis- 
ticated witchery, such — high-grossing 
conventional shockers as The Omen and 
Carrie look like Halloween pranks 


. 

The shaky premise of Twilight's Last 
Gleaming, by veteran director Robert 
Aldrich, is that a terrorist band ht take 


over a Titan missile site in Montana— 
one bleak November day in the yea 
1981—and secure the President of the 
U.S. as hostage by threatening to trigger 
a nuclear holocaust. Twilight's screenplay 
(adapted from Walter Wagers novel 
Vipers Three) asks us to believe that the 
American public will be devastated if 
the President discloses, as the terrorists 
demand, the contents of а top-secret 
Pentagon paper dating back to the V 
nam-war period—in which high Govern- 
ment officials openly admit that they were 
more eager to save face than to save the 
lives of our boys in uniform. So what else 
is new? Official indifference to the fate of 
the unknown soldier has been the sine 
qua non of antiwar movies since All Quiet 
on the Western Front (1930), and Aldrich 
has built this handsome star-studded 
production on ideological quicksand. 
What results, in effect, is a deadpan Dr. 
Strangelove without a shred of humor 
and nothing much better in place of it. 
The dialog docs prompt а doubtless 
unintended snigger or two, as when Burt 
caster (tensely pl. anged 
former gencral who comes out of prison 
to command the raid) barks into the hot- 
linc: “That, Mr. President, is blood over 
the dam.” Despite some equally leaden 
speeches handed to Richard Widmark, 
Joseph Cotten, Melvyn Douglas and 
Charles Durning, Twilight's dramatic 
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IF YOU HAVE 
ONE OF THESE 
CAMERAS, 
WE HAVE THE 
PERFECT 
FLASH FOR YOU. 


It's the ITT Magicflash: 


Now you never have to worry about running out of flash 
bulbs again. With an ITT Magicflash"electronic flash unit you 


always have a flash ready when you need it! 
There's anITT Magicflash unit for all the 
popular cameras pictured below. They all snap 
onina flash. And they’re all a snap to use. 
For the store nearest you that carries the 
ITT Magicflash, call toll free (800) 447-4700. 


(In Illinois, call (800) 322-4400.) 


For Kodak ЕКЗ and EK6 / 
Instant Cameras. 4 
Suggested list price $29.95. 


Saves you at least 15¢ a flash 
vs. flip-flash* 


For Kodak Trimlite Instamatic® 
Cameras. Suggested list price $19.95. 
Saves you at least 15¢ a flash 


VIO d. 


vs. flash bar* 


For Polaroid? Pronto! 
„ Cameras. Suggested list price $29.95. 
> Saves you at least 15¢ a flash 


Polaroid® SX-70™Cameras, zd 


suggested list price $39.95. 
Saves you atleast I5¢ a flash 


vs. flash bar? 


"Excluding cost of 
Magicflash® unit. 


One Magicflash’ is worth a thousand flash bulbs. 


ks to 
shirt- 


final scene almost works— 
Durning’s bullish performance 
sleeved Populist President of the foresce- 
able future, reportedly patterned after the 
e Mayor Richard Daley of Chicago. 
. 

After a fine, taut beginning, Audrey 
Rose collapses in a foolish courtroom 
scene—with a defense lawyer for An- 
thony Hopkins pleading that the man 
can't be charged with kidnaping a young 
couple's child because she is actually the 
reincarnation of his own dead daughter. 
Maybe it worked in book form, but 
Frank DeFelitta's film adaptation of his 
novel—direaed by Robert Wise—re 
ely advertised "haunting vi 
sion of reincarnation” to rather colorful 
claptrap. Hopkins excels, as usual. in onc 
of those parts that solid English actors 
play for pay between serious engage- 
ments; and movie newcomer Susan Swift, 
in the title role, handles hysteria with 
aplomb. As the distraught mother. Mar 
sha Mason cries and clutches herself quite 


Audrey Rose: wilted. 


convincingly but monotonously through- 
out, while John Beck, as the skeptical 
father, just keeps insisting that the whole 
s not taken in 


thing is preposterous. Н 
by a lot of simplistic Indian. mysticism 
and hyped-up hokum about karma, nor 
were we, and Andrey is a fragile super 
natural fantasy that has to win every 
argument to succeed. Case dismissed. 

No relation to the X-rated Pussy Talk 
imported from Paris а усаг or so ago, 
Chotter-Box earns an R by telling the same 
joke bur omitting explicit sex. Comedy 
and music are substituted lor outright 
raunch, with broadly suggestive dialog 
a fringe benefit. “E have a vagina that € 
talk.” says Candice Rialson as Penclope. 
a California-blonde beautician so shapely 
and so well endowed with wide-eyed in 
посепсе that she cannot sound vulgar 
even when she goes on to reveal that her 
precocious orifice, called Virginia, also 


ARE YOU BLAMING YOUR 
TAPE RECORDER 
FOR PROBLEMS CAUSED 
BY YOUR TAPES? 


Every day people 
all over the country go 
into hi fidealers ОЙ 
complaints about their 
tape recorders. 

When in reality what 
they should be com- 
plaining about is their 
tapes. 

Because the fact is, a 
lot of the problems that 
plague tape recorders 
can be attributed to bad 
tape. 


RECORDER. OR IS П? 


If you have to clean 
your tape heads more 
than usual, for example, 
it could be your tape 
doesn't have a special 
nonobrosive head 


cleaner. 
Maxell is the only 
tape that has one. 


If your recorder jams, 
it can be any number of 
things. Maxell does 
something to prevent all 
of them 

We make our cas- 
setie shells of high 
impact polystyrene. And 
then so they won't crack 


JAMMING IS CAUSED BY YOUR 


SE SOS 


RECORDER. OR IS IT? 


even alter years of use, 
we finish them to toler- 
ances as much as 60% 
higher than industry 
standards. 

Inside, we use free 
rolling Delrin rollers so 
the tape doesn't stick. 

And finally, we 
screw instead of weld 
everything together 
because screws make 


for stronger cassettes. 

If your recorder fre 
quently suffers lapses in 
sound, it could be the 
tape is of inferior quality. 
And nobody's bothered 
testing the tape for 
dropouts before it leaves 
the factory. 


b? 


E: шд. В ln 
DROPOUTS ARE CAUSED BY YOUR. 
RECORDER. OR ARE THEY? 

Maxell tape is made 
of only the finest poly- 
esters. And every inch of 


POOR TRACKING IS CAUSED BY 
YOUR RECORDER. OR IS IT? 


it is checked for even 


1 the slightest inconsis- 


tencies. 

So if youre having 
problems with your 
recorder, try a Moxell 
cassette, 8-track or reel- 
to-reel tape. 

You might find there's 
really nothing wrong 
with your tape recorder, 
just with your tape. 
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A&C Grenadiers 
cant be imitated. 


. There's only one 
beautiful smoking 


diers so special? Maybe 
it's the long, sleek shape. 
Or the time-tested blend 
of aged, rich-tasting to- 
baccos. Or the choice of 
imported wrappers: dark 
Cameroun or light. Try an 
A&C Grenadier and see 
for yourself. 

One thing is for sure— 
there's only one beautiful 
smoking experience. 
A&C Grenadiers. 


SIX CIGARS 


owns a remarkable singing voice. Beauli 
ful Dreamer is Virginia's specialty, 
though her versatility guarantees success 
as a TV, stage and recording star (un 
spoiled by fame, Vi 
vorite in TV entertainment remains 
Leave It to Beaver). There are. of course, 
predictable gags about the embarrassed 
heroine's having to live with "a litle 
wisecrack" or "a split personality.” Got 
the picture? Too showbizzy and flip to 
be sexy, Chatter-Box is essentially an 
impudent soft-core spoof of sexploita 
tion. The come-on is Candy—irresistible 
bait for girl watchers—as а girl clearly 
worth more than a second glance, with or 
without stereophonic pubes. 
А 

A nation at war is likely to breed а 
neration of violent men. That pretty 
well sums up the message of The Farmer, 
produced by and starring actor Gary 
Conway, who hired four scriptwriters to 
atize a valid but obvious point 


s personal fa 


The Farmer indulges in overkill. 


with rather faulty moral ammunition. To 
be picky about it, they even chose the 
wrong war, Asa World War Two combat 
veteran who earned a Silver Star for val 
or, Conway returns to his ramshackle 
Georgia dirt farm to find the bank fore 
closing his mortgage. He manages to 
save the old homestead, after countess 
twists of plot, by brutally murdering five 
petty crooks for a flat fee of $50,000. In 
the process, he also falls in love with a 
gangsters moll—played by Angel Tomp- 
ayal of a strident small- 


kins, whose portray 
town slut ranges from utterly convincing 
to seriocomic (funniest when Angel dons 
a Pollyannish pinafore to clear away 
debris from a disastrous fire down on the 
farm). Though The Farmer sputters to 
life here and there with the kind of aude, 
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еер Face. 


Use Gill three as port of your 
daily grooming. Available 
only at your hairstyling salon 
Put your best face forward. 


mantle intact as it thoroughly 
cleans pores and removes 
dead surface cells. 

RK After Shave Conditioner 
maintains the skin's own mois- 
turizing system as it relieves 
shaving imitation, chapped, 
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rough-edged vitality ш 
1 paperback mo! 


Hy found in a 
1 you'd buy at a 
bu the movie is suf- 
focated by its artistic eae Too 
much slow-amotion 
much montage, too much social con- 
sciousness and too much mood music for 
а hard-sell story that seldom rises above 
grade-B sex and slaughter. 
. 

Would you believe a major new movit 
made from A to Z for a t h outl: 
(to cover incidental expenses) of 598.1 
More surprising, the movie scores high as 
a definitive semiclassic on the subject of 
college life and its cultural future shock 
in these United States. ped up for 
general release by David Picker of P 
mount Pictures, Fraternity Row began as a 
work project at the University of South- 
em E students 


happy chemistry and total conv 
Fraternity Row will probably cam extra 
credit for inching a whole batch of 
bright new Hollywood careers: for AL 
lison as a writer-producer already up to 
his shoulders in future projects. for 


student director Thomas J. Tobin and a 
ny of terrific young actors, led by 
Gregory Harrison, Nancy 


Wendy Phillips and Scott Nev 
house bully in 


Narrated by Cli Robertson, Fraternity 
Row begins with a fl k to 1954 аг 
College, a Eastern 
shmene school where 13. pledges 
(“none Jewish, black or Oriental”) enter 
ama Nu Pi house for a HEweck 
le course prior to Hell Week haz- 
Please note that the brotherliood's 
S, also stand for Gross Na- 
Product, clue that Fraternity 
r more than a sla 
ate snobbism. WI 
has the rich. slick look of any m 
studio production of Fi 
oldschool nostalgia is 
turbing undertones of vehement social 
cism about the care, feeding and 
subıle indoctrin 
1 yout 


ion of the crea 
One pledge becomes 
outcast, blackballed beyond redemption 
when his father is forced to resign from. 
Eisenhower's Adminis t the height 
of McCarthy-era hysteria. Finally, the 
tic ceremonies of Hell Week end in 
shameful tragedy. "In fact, there have 
been at least a half-dozen deaths caused 
azing during the past year," says 
who was himself a student back 
in the Fifties and drew the incident from 
personal experience, “Sorority and fra- 
ternity houses that were shuttered in the 
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We've just made the super-fast 
Yashica FR even faster. 


жү, 


Yycu're looking fora rugged full-featured SLR with an of innovative accessories like 
action power winder, the Yashica FR was made for you. it y electric cable switches, a re- 
Shoots photo sequences at least 20% faster than its com- mote control Infrared phaser 
Petitors fastest winders. that triggers the FR with an 
That's because the FR invisible beam ol light. and an. 
has an advanced electro- automatic bellows. You'llsee 
magnetic release system, why the Yashica FRis one of 
the most responsive system the most advanced systems 
available. A unique foc. cameras ever made, offering advantages that no other 
plane shutter that assures camera system has. And now we've gone even further 
shutter-speed accuracy by avoiding the “inertia lag” to make the Yashica FR a super-speedster. 
found in conventional designs. And because the Yashica We've addeda new. electrically inked pro-grip 
FR'swinderis powered with 6 batteries, not four, you get that makes the super-fast Yashica FR even faster. Both 
power-to-spare for constant high speed power shooting for handling and lor shooting. YASHICA 
at up to 2.5 shots per second. The action-packed Yashica FR. 


‘And that's just the beginning. The Yashica FR's full See it in ection atyour Yashica desler. 
information viewfinder, with bright, easy-to-read LED's 


tells everything you need to know, at a glance. Add pem Jussend us this coupon aleng wth the 
all-metal construction to the Yashica FR's compact ا‎ Vaia FR метизи card ators si 


even Yashica Rend ende and weh. 


design, and you have one of youu ае FREE! 


the fastest handling, rrost rugged 
cameras. 

‘And lenses? 34 in all, includ- 
ing the super-sharp Yashica 
Muti-coated козак andthe 
legendary Carl Zeiss T-Star 
lenses, which are available only 
оп Contax/ Yashica cameras. 
Choose from a full complement 


Arlon Winder 


hame 


Sime 


Yashica FR Serie. 
Reed more information rt 
Just sendin thi coupon end wel send you more information onthe 
Yashica FR and the rame cl the dealer neart you. 
Yashca Inc. 411 Sete Deve, Pramas, ГО 07652. 
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* GREAT SKIING 
GREAT MEALS · 
GREAT FUN 


GREAT GORGE 


It's the new name among the 
great resorts of the world, and 
has something for everyone. 


It has 700 spacious rooms and 
nearly 600 scenic acres. It has j 
27 holes of challenging golf. 
A star-filled showroom. 

A lively discothéque. Indoor 
and outdoor pools and tennis 
courts. 


For information or 
reservations, call your travel 
agent or our toll-free number, 
800-621-1116. 
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Playboy Resort & Country Club at Great Gorge 


McAfee, New Jersey 


ing the period of the Viet 
nd student protests, are open 
п and increasing their membership 
on campuses by impressive numbers 
every year." Although he says he doesn't 
condemn fraternities en masse, Allison 
hopes moviegoers will pay heed that the 
mischief practiced by the pledges on 
Ditching Day—plugging up shower 
heads, putting salt into sugar bowls, 
etc—is merely а symbolic warm-up for a 
ation of adults that came to power 
a bagful of dirty tricks during 
Watergate follies 
. 

Sex boutiques, coed prisons, fly in West- 
ern brothels, drive-in churches (“a 22acrc 
shopping center for Jesus?) and drive-in 
funeral parlors (you can view the corpse 
without getting out of your car) are but 
а few of the regional phenomena ex- 
plored in Jobberwelk, already snapped up. 
by movie distributors around the world as 
a Mondo Cane, American style. Over 
There, the film will bear various titles to 
suit myriad. shades of prejudice (maybe 
This Is America or, as the French get it 
roughly uanslated, The Americans Have 
Lost Their Heads). Writer-producer-di- 
rector Romano Vanderbes’ R-rated under- 
belly view of the U.S.A. ought to tickle 
hell out of our friends and enemies every- 
where. A friendly observer can revel in 
the wild diversity of our native customs, 
such as New York's Ms. All-Bare America 
Pageant or a male go-go bar for women 
only in Hackensack, New Jersey, while 
skeptics relish the horrors of a Poconos 
honeymoon retreat, where newlyweds 
luxuriate in heart-shaped bath tubs after 
а lazy afternoon of submachine gun 
practice on the firing range. Ther 
more, lots more—much of it r 
of it staged, all of it brazenly sl 
capitalize on culture shock and sheer 
sensationalism, In riposte to a smarmy 
Bicentennial year of self-congratulation, 
Jabberwalk is cheap, funny, reckless, sub- 
versive and. probably about as damaging 
America’s image as a convention of 
vers. 
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Allegedly based on a true story, Death 
Game rCcreates a San Francisco business. 
man's lost weekend—when he opens his 
door one rainy night, while the wife and 
kids are away, to a pair of sopping, sexy 
blonde birds who ask if they сап use the 
telephone. In no time at all, they have 
taken their clothes off to dry and 
joying a warm bath in the home of 
their genial host, who finally accepts an 
invitation to join them. Comes the dawn 
his unexpected sleep-overs start behaving 
as if they had studied social graces with 
the Manson gang. They tie the man up. 
assault him, wreck the place, drown a 
grocery delivery boy who suspects foul 
play and clearly relish the prospect of 


Fine Entertaining. 
In the U.S., England 
and Japan, the 
very sophisti- 
cated Playboy 
Clubs can 
provide you, 
your friends 
and your 
business associates with matchless 
atmosphere and top-rate entertain- 
ment. EachClub is uniquely differ- 
ent. But entertainment, service, food 
and drink are always exemplary. 
Beautiful and courteous Bunnies 
will attend you. 


Fine Leisure. 
Experience 
Playboy's 
unforget- 
table 
Country 
Club 
Resorts— 
where the fun never stops. There's 
one in Great Gorge, New J 
and another in Lake Geneva, 
Wisconsin. Both change their 
activities with the season for a 
full range of fun the year ‘round. 
And in the evening, watch the 
great name stars come out. Like 
the city? There's the Playboy 
Towers, located on Chicago's Gold 
Coast. 

Remember, your Playboy Club 
Key entitles you to a 10% dis- 
count on room rates at all Playboy 
Hotels. 


Fine Buying. 
With Comp-U-Card,” 
you'll start 
Teaping 
discounts 
on major 
purchases of 
necessities, as well 
as luxuries. Comp-U-Card comes 
with your Key. Use it. You'll save 
hundreds, even thousands of dollars 
on stereos, cars, boats, cameras, and 
even home furnishings. In most 
cases, one toll-free call does it all... 
from ordering to doorstep delivery. 


Fine Dining. 


Super savings 
оп sumptuous 
dining are 
yours with 
Playboy 
Preferred. 
You'll get two 
entrées for the price of one, as well 
as sports, theater and hotel specials 


(offers vary from city to city). As 
a keyholder, you'll be able to get a 
Passbook in several U.S. cities (New 
York, Chicago, Cincinnati, St. Louis, 
San Francisco, Baltimore and New 
Orleans). And Passbooks for Los 
Angeles, Detroit and Phoenix are 
being assembled right now. 


8 great ways a 
Playboy Club Key 
turns 
the finer things 


your way. Fine Reading. 

Become a keyholder and suddenly f ma Е 

a whole new spectrum of finer things сап 1 at any U.S. 

become part of your life: the Playboy Playboy Club 

Clubs and discounts on Hotels, shopping, and choose 

dining and more. If you entertain or ру косу 
love to be entertained, there never was a value worth $1900 a year! 


better time than now. 


Take offina 

Budget Rent 

a Car. Show 5 

your Budget Favored- 

Saver Card. It will save you $10.00 
per week or $1.00 a day! 


Fine Happenings. 


Look forward 

to Keyholders" 

Specials 

throughout 

the year like 

more discounts, 

contests, special events. These vary 

from Club to Club. Stop by often 
for the latest word. 


Finest Cards 


Welcome. 
We accept. 
your credit. 
cards: Ameri- Ё 
can Express, Bis ad) Carte 
Blanche, Diners Club or Master 
Charge. Use any one to purchase 
your Key. And use it again when- 
ever you're in the Club or visiting 
a Playboy Hotel. 


Finally. 

Order your Key today. 

It’s just $25 for the first year. Then 
watch all the benefits, fun and finer 
things turn your way. We can bill 
you later... or charge it to any major 
credit card on the coupon, 
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| Send me my Playboy Club Key! And hop to it.I will pay my $25 

| inital Key Tee as follows 

| Û BM mo later 
О Charge to my 


[ American Express; Û BankAmericard: 
| Û Diners Club; 


О сапе Blanche; О master Charge 
4-Digit Bank # (MC only ——— 
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| 
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| 

| 

| account # l 
| U s25 check enclosed payable to Playboy Clubs Interna- | 
| 
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Date. 


Can't wait? 
Get quick-as-a-Bunny 
phone-order service. 
Call toll-free 800-525-2850 
Ask for Bunny Joy. 
In Colorado, call (303)-443. 2230 


TT fee 52505; Canadian iniia key Toe s85 


jian. Yo асп 

| payment or the inev-etfective Annual Key Fee that wil i биен 
to you at nd close of each year as а keyholder. ( 
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another murder. Directed by Peter Tray- 
nor h Seymour Cassel, Sondra Locke 
and Colleen Camp riding out a violent 
eruption of fear and hatred in the three 
pivotal roles, Death Game is probably 
pointless except as a warning, guys, to 
keep your doors latched and your zippers 
zipped. But it is also well acted and 
oddly unnerving—a common, seemingly 
feasible male sex fantasy carried to the 


point of no return. 
FILM CLIPS 
Mr. Billion: Terence Hill, blue-eyed 


Italian star of many a spaghetti Western, 
stwood move in new d 
hg a garage mechanic who 
unexpectedly inherits a huge (not 
Hughes) estate and a heap of trouble, 
Although the comic possibilities may 
sound rich, the film's fun is gencrally 
impoverished. Valerie Perrine and Jack- 
ie Gleason join Hill among the disadvan- 
taged farceurs struggling to make ends 
meet. A horse! a horse! my kingdom for 
a horse! 

False Face: A homicidal plastic surgeon 
with a penchant for incest transforms a 
tered go go girl into a replica of his 
missing daughter, who eventually turns 
up to find out what happened to her 
$5,000,000 inheritance. Robert Lansing 
and Judith Chapman (recruited from TV 
soap opera for her dual role) come on 
strong in a wildly contrived but prom- 
ising suspense drama by fledgling writer- 
director John Grissmer, whose wry humor 
and assurance fill quite a few credibility 
gaps with goose flesh. 


nd, whose assas: 
Sarajevo in 1914 provided as good an 
excuse as any for World War One, and 
duches, Sophie. Maximilian Schell 
plays the Bosnian rebel behind the plot. 
Fascinating plot. Fine actors, too. 

The Cookies: Jean-Pierre Mariclle, in а 
tuoso performance, plays ап umbrella 
iesman who decides to flout conven- 
sever family ties and seule down to 
some scrious painting in Pont-Aven—the 
village where Gauguin went to hell with 
himself. The umbrella mı far more 
specialized, paints only beautiful bare 
female bottoms—even his seascapes come 
out fleshy and voluptuous—and finds scv- 
eral models to his taste (principally 
Jeanne Goupil and Dolores MacDon- 
ough) in a panties-aweigh tale told with 
disarmingly ruttish innocence. 

The Wonderful Crook: Gerard Depardieu 
and Marlene Jobert, both hot attractions 
in Paris, simmer through Swiss French 
director Claude Goretta’s graceful. com- 
edy about a quiet provincial chap 
who inherits a custom-furniture factory 
and bikes around the countryside rob- 
bing banks and post offices to mect his 
company payroll. 


XRATED 


Hs repeats 
itself in Young 
Lady Chatterley, а 
silky soft-core se: 
comedy with Н. 
lee McBride as a 
latter-day descend- 
ant of D. H. Law- 
rence's English 
gentlewoman—a 
legend in her 
time—who was fre- 
quently and force- 
fully sedueed by a 
gamekeeper on the 
family estate. As 
heiress to the Chat- 
terley house and 
grounds, Harlee 
also inherits mi- 
lady's willing ways, 
not to mention the 
services of a blond 
bearded gardener 
(Peter 


Chatterley's still no lady. 


but the acting is a 
cut above average 
for porno—and 
the feverish inten- 
sity of the love 
making produces 
all the conditioned 
responses il 
devout ha: 
patron allegedly 
covers up with his 
raincoat. As ac- 
companiment to 
the action, thrust 
by thrust, а boom- 
boom musical 
score backs up 
every illicit act as 
if percussion were 
synonymous with 
seduction. The 
same sound wack 
would work well 
for an industrial 
documentary 


bloke ever ready to. 
plant seed, In the 
film's occasional 
flashbacks, offered. 


as excerpts from 


Forbes and Patrick 
Wright perform 
some lusty grap- 
pling as the orig- 
nal Lady 


“As heiress to the 
Chatterley house and Q 
grounds, Harlee inherits 
milady's willing ways, not 
to mention the services 
of a blond bearded gardener.” 


about massive der- 
ricks drilling for 
offshore oil. 


Wall-to-wall sex 
is the real subject 
of Alex de Renzy's 
Babyface, pure San 
ncisco porn 
with attractive, 
smooth-skinned 


Constance and her 
paramour. Director Alan Roberts, who 
has cleverly exploited rather than remade 
the Lawrence classic, 
as a jumping-off place 
andy romantic screen sex—pictur 
people who can act a bit, nudely doing it 
over hill and dale, through sun and rain, 
from riverbank to forest glades to sturdy 
four-poster beds. Photographed mostly on 
locauon in California (at the former 
Harold Lloyd estate, also at the mansion 
of financial wheeler-dealer Bernie Corn- 
feld). Young Lady Ghatierley is semiliter- 
ate froth, sexually upbeat, an eyeful of 
breezy erotica just titillating enough to 
turn the tide on first date. If that 
doesn't work, boys and girls, try reading 
the book aloud together. 
P 

An older n, his youngish wife and 
even younger son get right to the points 
of an erotic triangle in Portrait of Seduc- 
fion. “1 hope you two be friends,” 
says Dad, by way of introducing his 
voluptuous missus (porno newcomer 
Vicky Lyon) to Junior. Only a few beats 
ter, the wayward lad introduces his 
brand-new mom to stepincest, fellatio and 
anal intercourse—and also to a comely 
chick who digs lesbian scenes. There's 
little joy in sex as Portrait presents it, 


performers and 
scarcely a pimple of plot. Dan Roberts 
plays a hulking waterfront stud who mo- 
less а more-than-willing teenager (Lyn 
“Cuddles” Malone as Babyface), then 
cludes a cop (played by Otis Sistrunk of 
the Oakland Raiders, getting into noth- 
ing bluer than a uniform) and finds 
refuge in a male brothel. By the time the 
teenager's mother shows up in search of 
vengeance, plus a fast screw on the side, 
few hard-core fans are apt to remember 
there ever was a story lin 
D 
The Beost, by writer-director V 
Borowczyk, is a French-language 
beauty and bestiality that's expli 
the way. The monster, done up rather 
like The Wolf Man during a well-hung 
moon, appears 
an aristocratic Frenchwom: Lane) 
and begetting a long line of descen 
with unpredictable genes, Two centuries 
Tater, a beautiful English heiress (Lisbeth 
Hummel) arrives at the family manse for 
an arranged marriage with the latest son 
and heir, a hirsute fellow who likes 
watching his horses copulate. Guess why. 
Borowczyk's name is associated with pres- 
tigious pornography abroad, but his new- 
est tale comes out shaggy, silly and sexless 
unless you're into hard-core horseplay. 
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"How comes a 
Іепјоу smoking ~~ 
and you dont? 7 


It's got to be my cigarette. Salem 
gives me great taste. And enough fresh 
menthol to keep things interesting. 

You’d enjoy smoking, too, if 

à». you smoked Salem. 


> Salem. 


Warning- The Surgeon General Has Determined 


That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous toYour Health. 4 ч n 
18 mg. "tar", 12 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette, FTC Report DEC. 76. 
dme. 


We cant make college any easier on the student. 
Batthis Fathers Day we may be able to make it easier on the father. 


The Johiiinie Walker Black Label Father's Day Scholarship Contest. 
Asa first prize we'll pay the entire cost of a college education for anyone you choose, up to 
$40,000. (Second prize is a $4,000 scholarship. Eleven third prizes 0Ё$1,000 scholarships. Take any prize in cash.) 
Use the coupon өп the opposite page to enter, or getan entry blank at any participating restaurant 
or merchant. For Dad, this can satisfy the toughest college entrance réquiremient of all)Money. 


Johnnie Walker 


Black Label Scotch 
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е 


JOHNNIE WALKER? BLACK LABEL 12 YEAR OLD BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY, 86.8 PROOF. BOTTLED-IN-SCOTEAND. IMPORTED BY SOMERSET IMPORTERS, LTD., N. Y, 


JOHNNIE WALKER BLACK LABEL FATHER'S DAY 
SCHOLARSHIP CONTEST OFFICIAL RULES 
1. To enter fil in the official entry form—clearly hand. 
printing your name, address and your answers to all 
three questions. (Or, on a 5" x B” plain piece of paper. 
clearly hanc.print your name, address, and answers to 
the three questions on the official entry form ) 
The answers to these questions may be found by look 
ingar the labels on any bottle of Johnnie Walker Black 
Label Labds may be obtained by requesting same 
from: Labels, PO. Box 7, Pound Ridge, N.Y 10576 
2. Enter as often as you wich, but each entry must be 
mailed ina separate envelope Mail to. Johnnie Walker 
Black Label Contest, PO. Box 4500 , New Canaan 
Conn. 06842. Entries must be post-marked by June 25, 
1977 and received by June 30, 1977. 
3. Winners will be determined in random drawings 
from among all correctly answered and eligible entries 
conducted by VIP Service. Inc. an independent judg. 
ing organization whose decisions are final, and will be 
notéied by mail 
4. Резе Prize. The cost ofa four-year college education 
for the winner's childoranyone the winner chooses, up 
toalimit of $40,000, or $40,000in cash tobe paidin one 
sum, or $2,500 quarterly peryear over a period of four 
years, Payments will begin November 1, 1977. 
Second Prize: $1,000 in cashto be used (ifso elected by 
the winner) toward the cost of a college education for 
the winner child or anyone the winrer chooses. 
11 Third Prizes. $1,000 in cash to be used f so elected 
by the winner) toward the cost of a college education 
for the winner's child or anyone the winner chooses 
Prize winners will be required to execute an affidavit of 
eligibility and release 
5 Prizes are non-transferable only спе prize toa fam: 
ily and no substitution for prizes except as stated. 
The odds of winning will be determined by the number 
of correctly answered entries received. 
AN 13 prizes (valued at $55,000) will be awarded 
Local, state and federal taxes, if any, are the responsi 
bility of winners 
6. Contest open to residents of the United States. 
Employees and their families of Somerset Importers. 
Lid. their advertising agencies, liquor wholesalers and 
retailers, and VIP Service Ire. are not eligible 
Contest vod in Missouri, Pennsylvania, Utah and 
Virginia, and wherever prohibited or restricted by lav. 
All federal, stare and local laws and regulations appl 
7 ENTRANTS MUST BE OF LECAL DRINKING 
AGE UNDER LAWS OF THEIR HOME STATE 
AS OF MAY 1, 1977. 
A Aliet of winners will be furnished, two months after 
the lose of the contest, to anyone whosendsa stamped 
self addressed envelope to: Johnnie Walker Black Label 
Winners list, PO. Box 34, Pound Ridge, N.Y 10576. 
Please do not send entries to this box number. 
9. The Offical Entry form may not be reproduced, 
NO PURCHASE REQUIRED. 


OFFICIAL ENTRY FORM 

To enter. look at the labels on any bottle of Johnnie 
Walker Black Label Scotch Whisky and then answer 
the three questions listed below. 
1 Johnnie Walker Black is bottled in what city in 
Scoland? Answer. 
2. Johnnie Walker Blick к (Answer). proof, 
3 Johnnie Walker Black Label Scotch Whisky & (circle 
Correct answer) $ В 12 years old 
Mail your completed entry form to: 

JOHNNIE WALKER BLACK LABEL FATHER'S. 

DAY SCHOLARSHIP CONTEST 

PO. Box 4500 

New Canaan, Conn. 06842 
certify that lam of legal drinking ageunderthelawsof 
my home state as of May 1, 1977. 


NAME 
ADDRESS. 
CITY. 
STATE. 
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THEATER 


ете not quite 
going to happen,” 
said the press of- 
ficer of Britain's 
National Theatre 
nervously. The 
National, an enor- 
mous cultural 
bazaar on the 
south bank of the 
River Thames, w: 
about to open its 
third, most experi- 
mental, theater 


as 


Eclectics Shea (left), Wilson. 


A book you can 
pick up and put 
down as you will. 
Spending eight 
hours in a theater 
is a more daunting 
prospect, but di- 
rectors Ken Camp- 
bell and Chris 
Langham make it 
work; as afternoon 
wore on to eve- 
ning, and evening 
to night, the pro- 
duction rarely 


with a production 
of Iluminotu: an 
adaptation of the 
cult scifi trilogy 
by rrAYnoy Senior 
Editor Robert 
Shea and former 
Associate Editor 
Robert Anton 


With I/luminatus!—“part 
thriller, part science fiction, 

part wet dream”’—ptayBoy 
writers hit the London stage. 


flagged. In adapt- 
ing Jlluminatus! 
for the stage, 
Campbell and 
Langham have 
drawn on, and 
parodied, almost. 
as many theatrical 
sources as the au- 


Wilson. 

Rave reviews had already come to 
London from Liverpool, where llumi- 
matus! was fist produced. ‘There, five 
separate plays were presented in five 
separate evenings, with two n 


Sunday presentations of all five, la 
from ten in the morning till near mid- 
h appropriate breaks for re- 


night—w 
freshment from the overjoyed local wine 
bar. For effete London audiences, the 
plays had been pared down to start at 
two in the afternoon and go on until ten 
at night. “There will be at least five inter- 
vals,” promised a program note, reassur- 
ingly but vaguely. 

The three /luminatus! books them- 
selves manage to cram in echoes of 
Lovecraft, Spillane, Reich, Hesse, Con- 
don, Heinlein, Jung, Burroughs and 
Southern (among others), mixed into 
a very strange brew—part detective 
thriller, part science-fiction fantasy, part 
wet dream. A New York cop starts to un- 
ravel an apparently unimportant bomb- 
ng-persons case that leads 
him into the labyrinths of an interna- 
tional conspiracy. International? Perhaps 
even intergalactic! Meanwhile, a radical 
journalist is sprung from a Southern 
jail by a beautiful blonde guerrilla, a girl 
straight from his sexual fantasies. She 
spirits him off in a yellow submarine, 
where he fucks a golden apple and be- 
comes part of the struggle against the in 
ternational conspiracy. Meanwhile, rising 
through the ranks of the Mafia to take 
over the U.S.A. is. 

Anyway, there’s something for every- 
body here, some of it baffling, some bor- 
ing, a lot of it hilariously funny. It is the 
authors’ seltmocking humor, always on 
the edge of parody, that saves this heavy 
mixture from sinking of its own weight. 


thors have literary 
ones. Langham himself plays George 
Dorn, the magazine reporter and eternal 
schmuck, with charm 
comedy timing. Neil 
the mad genius Hagbard Ce 
red English class 
beautiful voice and look 
е, which at first is disconcerting but 
finally works triumphantly; after the first 
five hours, he and Prunella Сес, a well- 
known British TV, stage and film actress 
who plays Ма the blonde guerrilla, 
take over the play and make it theirs. 
ic Robinson, who plays Atlanta 
frigid campaigner for purity and 
is also credited with the superb 
puppet play, part Oriental, part Punch 
and Judy, that explains in graphic ses 
ual detail how evil came into the world. 
Bill Drummond gets credit for Humi- 
iantly simple stage effects, 
most delightful of which is FUCKUP, 


the First Universal Cybernetic Kinetic 
Ultramico Programmer, a- computer 
with Kubrickian echoes i 


the uncredited but unmis 
that Grand Old Man of English theater 
Sir John Gielgud. To have that seductive 
music, once identified with the Fstablish- 
ment, presiding over this performance— 
that's а loving anarchist joke in itself. 
Staggering out near midnight (the ten- 
o'dock finish was a false promise), we 
felt the day had been well spent. If, as its 
backers hope, the show makes it across 
the Atlantic and appears in the U. S., you 
may judge for yourself. Somewhere be- 
tween an initiation rite, a marathon 
dance and an experiment in communal 
living, Illuminatus!" long day's journey 
into insanity should appeal to closet 
lunatics everywhere. 


features comparable to cars 
costing thousands of dollars 
more. 

So besides getting the 
most rebate we've ever offered, 
you'll be getting it on the most 


= 
e FIAT ANNOUNCES A 400 FACTORY REBATE ON THE 4 FIAT 131. 
2 To get your rebate, just You can apply the $400 
К see your local Fiat dealer, pick rebate towards the down pay- 
a the '76 Fiat 131 2-door coupe, ment, or Fiat will send youa 
m 4-door sedan or wagon you check for $400 if you like. 
want from his stock, and Either way, you'll be get- 
make your best deal with him. ting a Fiat that's bigger and 
(He'll give you the details of more luxurious than any Fiat 


when you have to take delivery — you've ever seen. A car that 
io be eligible for your rebate.) ^ offers a wealth of standard 
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THE PLAYBOY ADVISOR 


A ias. 1 find it difficult to meet girls or 
to establish sexual rela ips. After a 
great deal of thought, I've decided that 
masturbation is the cause of my shyness 
When a male masturbates, he fulfills 
sexual desire. Since he atisfied, he is 
much less inclined to go out and pick up 
chicks. Thus, his chances of having a sex- 
ual relationship will be reduced. In con- 
trast, the man who does not masturbate 
will be more successful in having sexual 
relationships because he will be horny all 
the time and, thus, will be more greatly 
motivated to meet girls. Do you agree 
with my condusion?—J. A., Phoen 
Arizona. 

No. Sexual fulfillment is not the only 
reason man pursues woman. Your penis 
is capable of giving you an orgasm and 
satisfying simple sexual desire, but it can’t 
talk to you, kiss you, wash your back or 
put your socks on when you are wearing 
a body cast. Also, there is evidence that 
shy people not only have trouble getting 
in touch with other humans—they have 
trouble getting in touch with themselves. 
In “Shyness: What It Is and What to Do 
About It,” psychologist Philip Zimbardo 
teports that shy people do not make love 
as much as nonshys (60 percent of non- 
shys had had intercourse, compared with 
39 percent of shys). Curiously, the shy 
people did not masturbate as much as 
nonshys (62 percent of the nonshys had 
masturbated, but only 37 percent of the 
shys had). Zimbardo's book offers excel- 
lent advice to all sufferers. We can add 
only this: Things are bad enough as it i 
Why deprive yourself? It is a misguided 
person who plays hard to get with himself. 


The been going steady with a guy for 
over two years now. We make love fre- 
quently—though for the past few months, 
we've indulged in oral sex more often 
than in intercourse. We really like it. I 
seem to please him, but sometimes I 
wonder: Is there anything I could try 
that would improve the basic act? I would 
really like to surprise him with some- 
thing new—Miss J. M., Louisville, 
Kentucky. 

We never met a girl who didn't give 
great head, if she gave it at all. So there 
is no reason to worry about your per- 
formance. However, if уои want to try 
something radical, how about a variation 
of the Chinese basket trick? We recently 
saw a movie in which a man attached a 
pulley to a beam in the ceiling, then at- 
tached his girlfriend by the heels to a 
rope running through the ајотетеп- 
tioned pulley. (Her hands were bound 
behind her back, but that lack of touch 
is optional.) Lying on his back, he posi- 
tioned the girl over his upright member 


and alternately twirled, raised and low- 
ered her until the blood rushed 10 her 
head, his head and hallelujah, 


AAS т was returning from a European 
vacation, I tried to sneak some undeclared 
clothes into New York. I got caught and 
fined and my booty was confiscated. Do I 
have a chance to get any of my stuff 
back?—R. J., New York, New York. 

The U.S. Customs Office is not with- 
out heart. Not only does it give you a 
chance to get your merchandise back, it 

i yone a chance to get your mer- 
ia public auction. In New 
York, the sale of scized materials is held 
on the second Thursday of cach month, 
beginning at ten Ам. in the Customs 
office in the World Trade Center. The 
contraband can be viewed on the preced- 
ing Tuesday from ten to three. (As for 
that Mercedes with the South American 
plates—we saw it first.) The vest of you 
can check your local U.S. Customs office 
for times and places of its auctions. It’s a 
great way to buy Cuban cigars. 


Sus. Nothing turns me on like lots of 
suds in a bathtub big enough for two. 
I first experienced this treat in а massage 
parlor—since then, I've made use of king- 
size bathtubs in the houses of rich friends, 
In a pinch, I will settle for an outdoor 
cuzzi, but when it gets right down to it, 
1 prefer bathtubs. The problem is finding 
one. I'd like to introduce my latest girl 
nd to lovemaking dans la lavatory. 


How can I find a hotel with a giantsized 
tub?—F. J., New York, New York. 

Would you belicve bridal magazines? 
Many honeymoon suites come equipped 
with the accessories necessary for a week- 
end of kinky sex—mirrored ceiling and 
walls, giant tubs, vibrating mattresses, 
round beds, video-lape equipment, etc. 
It's a shame to waste such goodies on be- 
ginners. Check out the ads, and then 
check in. As long as your latest doesn’t 
get the wrong idea, it could be а great 
(though expensive) weekend. 


Мо that the man from Georgia is final- 
ly President, there has been a resurgence 
of interest in Southern diction and idiom. 
Perhaps the most curious distortion of 
the kings English has not yet been 
reported. When I was in the Army, 1 
noticed that boys from down South some- 
times said cock when they meant cunt. 
For example, just this side of a weekend 
pass, someone might dra 'm gonna 
get me some cock tonight.” The confu- 
sion was disconcerting, to say the least. 
I could never figure out if the good old 
boys were gay or if they couldn't tell their 
ass from a hole in the ground. What do 
you say2—H. L., Las Vegas, Nevada. 

According to Robert Anton Wilson, 
author of “Playboy's Book of Forbid- 
den Words,” “in parts of the Southern 
United States, the word cock has become 
generalized to mean the sexual organs of 
either sex, or sex in general. Thus, one 
may hear an expression like ‘She gave 
him cock,’ which tends to confuse city 
folk.” We don’t know about your inter- 
pretation: It is just as likely that the 
wordplay is the South's contribution to 
the equal rights for women movement. 


ДА few months ago, I read an article on 
the Bob Bondurant School of High Per- 
formance Driving, in which there ap- 
peared a bit of information that has me 
baffled. According to one of the instruc 
tors at the school, the old tedinique of 
engine braking is passé. Superdrivers no 
longer downshift through the gears as 
they approach a corner—letting the en- 
gine compression slow the car—they 
stand on the brakes. In something called 
the wailing brake technique, the brakes 
are applied lightly as far as one third of 
the way into the corner to settle the 
weight and get the maximum 
from the suspension. "Ehe author gave the 
rationale against engine braking as fol- 
lows: “A sudden downshift at high speed 
can cause your rear wheels to slow down 
so abruptly that they lose traction and 
skid. A rear-engine car will spin instantly 
if this happens.” This technique goes 


control 
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against everything I learned as a kid. 
What has happened to the old-fashioned 
heel-and-toe downshift? Is nothing sa- 
cred?—TF. H., Detroit, Michigan. 

A spokesman for the Bondurant School 
explains that highway heresy as follows: 
Most people have the wrong idea about 
the function of heel-and-toe downshifting. 
Engine compression can slow the car and 
save brakes—but, face it, engine parts 
are more expensive than brakes. So use 
the brakes, hard, on a straight line into 
the corner. For round-the-town driving, 
progressive downshifting is still in or- 
der—but not for the purpose of slowing 
the car, Working your way through the 
gears keeps your shijling smooth. You 
are more likely to match the right rpm 
with the right gear. Experienced drivers 
use ihe Bondurant braking technique 
(introduced by Jimmy Clark ten years 
ago) to slow for the corner, but their 
shifting pattern is something else again. 
If they ave in fourth and need to be in 
first, they may shift directly—without 
passing go, or third or second. Ies a 
tricky technique and the consequences of 
missing а shift can be disastrous, so we 
don't recommend it for average drivers. 
The only safe resort is to take the course 
for yourself. For a look at a special phase 
of the Bondurant curriculum—the anli- 
terrorist training course for chauffeurs— 
read Brock Yates's article “Home James. 
There's a Bogey at Four O'Clock!” in 
next month's PLAYBOY. 


FRecently, after a couple of days of loose 
living, 1 came down with a dose of clap, 
for which I got a shot of penicillin and 
I thought everything was fine. A few days 
later, the symptoms (such as pain on 
ation) returned. But I hadn't been 
screwing anyone but my live-in girlfriend. 
She's cl and now she's mad because 
she thinks I've been unfaithful again. 
Whats my best defense?—B. H., Evans- 
ton, Illinois. 

It sounds to us as though what you 
have is not gonorrhea but a nongono- 
coccal urethritis. Its symptoms are simi- 
lar but different; instead of sharp pain 
during urination, the sensation is more 
of a tingle. Instead of a milky discharge, 
this nonspecific urethritis gives you a 
clear, sticky and lumpy discharge. Also, 
the little organism is a tough nut to 
crack. It does not respond to penicillin; 
tetracycline is needed. Also, whereas men 
suffer from the disease, women are its 
symptom-free carriers. Both you and your 
friend should visit a doctor who's well 
versed in V.D. esoterica and get treated 
at the same time. As usual with venereal 
disease, if left untreated, it could get 
very serious. 


W buy at least six albums a month as 
fodder for my outrageously great stereo 
system. I've noticed a wide disparity 
record prices from store to storc—al- 


though the platters list for $6.98, the 
actual price to the consumer ranges from 
$3.99 to full list My friends and I 
wonder: What does the retailer pay 
per record? Or, another way, what is 
the manufacturer's profit?—A. K., Cl 
cago, Illinois. 

In general, the retailer pays $3.30 per 
album. That is the price charged by the 
large corporations such as Columbia and 
Warner-Elekira-Allantic, who distribute 
their own records. (Smaller companies 
sell records to middlemen, for about 
$2.60, who then sell them to retailers 
for $3.30.) The manufacturer's cost is just 
under two dollars: That price covers dis- 
tribution costs, packaging, manufactur- 
ing, promotion and overhead (all those 
T-shirts and freebies to reviewers), union- 
pension-fund costs, songwriters’ royalties. 
The remaining one dollar and 30-odd 
cents is divided between the company 
and the artist, depending on the con- 
tract—standard royalties amount to five 
to fifteen percent of the list price (35 
cents to $1.05 per album). Most acts 
make eight to ten percent (55 cents to 
70 cents per album). Paying more at the 
store does not put more money in the 
pocket of your fave rave. 


ver 
nce an orgasm. She 
is perfectly normal in every other way. 
We enjoy fellatio, cunnilingus, all forms 
of intercourse and a lot of manual stimu- 
lation, She gets turned on, sweats, pants 
and shows all signs of excitement—but 
no orgasm. She complains that on the 
day after a heavy lovemaking session, her 
pelvic region aches. What causes this? Is 
it psychological? When I massage her 
clitoris, using either finger or tongue, she 
squirms and gets excited, then pushes me 
she finds touch un- 
ble. We really love each other and 
enjoy each other in every way, but things 
would be even better if she could begin 
having orgasms. I questioned her as to 
whether she could be having an orgasm 
and not know it, but she says no. Can 
you suggest some techniques we might 
employ to bring her to orgasm?—T. T., 
Bridgeport, Connecticut. 

We suspect that she is not having an 
orgasm and knows it when she doesn't. 
The aching sensation the next day is the 
female equivalent of “blue balls.” Blood 
gathers in the pelvic region during sexual 
excitement. An orgasm flushes out the ac- 
cumulated blood, returning the body to 
normal. If the orgasm does not occur, 
the woman may experience that con- 
gestion as pain. Her other responses are 
typical: The clitoris can become acutely 
sensitive during foreplay. The pleasure 
will turn to pain. That in itself is no 
reason 10 stop—just switch your attention 
elsewhere. The recommended cure for 
lack of orgasm is simple: self-help. Your 


girlfriend should teach herself to or- 
gasm—via vibrators, or Water Pics, or 
shower massage units, or her own hand. 
Then she should take that knowledge to 
bed with her. Dr. Mary Jane Gray, writ- 
ing in Medical Aspects of Human Sexu- 
ality, reports that, “apart from matters of 
technique, orgasm requires the trust 
which allows a complete loss of control. 
It may be that such loss of control is too 
much [for a woman] and that she pulls 
back from impending orgasm. She needs 
to recognize that the genital sensations of 
pleasure and pain can be very close to- 
gether and to learn to relax into them 
rather than to analyze them.” 


Т... of my favorite movies—Richard 
Lester's Three Musketeers and Four Mus- 
keteers—are playing back to back at the 
local drive-in this summer. My girlfriend 
and 1 would like to hire a limousine for 
the night to see the movies in style. The 
fcc for the limo is about $14 per hour. 
My question is this: What is the rule of 
thumb on tipping the driver2—M. G., 
California. 

The accepted gratuity for the driver of 
а hired limousine is ten percent of the 
cost of renting the vehicle. The tip 
should be given in folding money, but 
only if you think the driver deserves it. 
If he went for popcorn, be generous. 


W get turned on with ridiculous ease. 
Climbing a rope in gym class gives me 

n. Riding in an airplane gives 
me an erection. Lifting weights gives me 
an erection. Watching Charlie's Angels 
gives me an erection. 1—5 downright 
embarrassing. What do you do with an 
unwanted erection?—G. S, Phoenix 
Arizona. 

Put it up for adoption. If there are no 
takers, hold a gun to its head until it 
beats а hasty retreat. Or don't do any- 
thing: Better to have an erection when 
you don't want one than not have one 
when you do. There's nothing to be 
ashamed of; an erection is not a light- 
ning vod to attract divine wrath. It is 
simply a pooling of blood in one part of 
your body. Strain (such as that experi- 
enced during exercise) can precipitate an 
erection. So can television. ( There's noth- 
ing to worry about, as long as you don’t 
gel turned on by the Six Million Dollar 
Man.) 


All reasonable questions—from jash- 
ion, food and drink, stereo and sports cars 
to dating dilemmas, taste and etiquette— 
will be personally answered if the writer 
includes a stamped, self-addressed en- 
uelope. Send all letters to The Playboy 
Advisor, Playboy Building, 919 N. Michi- 
gan Avenue, Chicago, Ilinois 60611. The 
most provocative, pertinent queries will 
be presented on these pages cach month. 


Introducing Innsbruck Ш...Тһе rugged styling that has always made Innsbruck a superhit is updated with curved 
seams and slot pockets that lie flat to the body. The look is sleek, strong, easy. The cut is close—for comfort. And 
the fabric can tough it out—it's Lee's exceptional 100% cotton sateen with the feel of brushed denim. In Chamois. 
Biscuit, Navy or Fadeout Blue. Jacket, about $27, and flares, about $22. Lee shirt, about $17. Available at stores 
everywhere, The Lee Company. 640 Fifth Ave., N.Y. 10019. (212) d ET 
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HOW THE ENGLISH KEEP EVERYTHING DRY. 


Here are 8 of the 108 drinks you can make with Gordon's Gin. 


wre 


A 


NNS à / 

SNN FEM 

GIN BLOODY MARY: 1/2 ozs. Gordon's Gin. 3 ozs. tomato juice, juice of 
Уз lime wedge. Stir well over ice. 

GIN & TONIC: 11/2 ozs. Gordon's Gin over ice. Squeeze in wedge of lime. 
Fill glass with tonic. 


DRY MARTINI: Pour 4 or more parts Gordon's Gin, 1 port dry vermouth in 
mixing gloss over ice. Stir. Strain into cocktail gloss. Option: Add lemon 
peel twist, olive or pearl onions: 

GIMLET; 2 ozs. Gordon's Gin, | oz. sweetened lime juice. Stir well over 
ice. Strain into cocktail gloss. 
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FREE RECIPE BOOKLET: Shown above are just В of over 100 del 
соте and odáress to Gordon's Gin, Box 5723, Dept 38, Grond 


PROOUCT OF ILS A. 100% NEUTRAL SPIRITS DISTILLED FROM GRAIN. ВО PROOF GORDON'S DRY GIN CO. LTD. LINDEN, NJ. 


RICKEY: 11/2 ozs. Gordon's Gin, juice from V2 lime with rind into large 
gloss over ice cubes. Fill with soda water. Stir. 

GIN SCREWDRIVER: 11/2 ozs. Gordon's Gin and 3 ozs. orange juice. 
Stir in highboll gloss over ice cubes. 


DISTILLED 
LONDON DRY 


TOM COLLINS: 12 ozs. Gordon's Gin, juice of V2 lemon. Pour over ice. 
Add teaspoon powdered sugar. Fill with sodo. Stir, Garnish with fruit. 
GIN & GINGER: Pour 11/2 ozs. Gordon's Gin in gloss filled with ice, Twist 
in long sliver of lemon peel. Pour on ginger ole. Sti 


THE PLAYBOY SEX POLL 


an informal survey of current sexual attitudes, behavior and insights 


ning. In fact, when you think about it 
there's nothing else you'd rather be. But 
wait a minute, Wasn't there one reflec 
tive moment when you were angry with 
the opposite sex and bitched to your 
self, “Hey, those women have it better 
th What did 
you mean? You probably had something 
specific in mind that you really envied 
There's probably not а man alive who's 
not had these kinds of thoughts. In fact, 
women have them, too. ‘They watch how 
the male species cavorts about this earth 
and are сопуі 


n us guys. That's not fair"? 


iced that the grass must be 
greener on the other side of the biologi 
cal hill. Aha! The perfect subject for one 
of our never-fail, double-crossover unsci 
entific super sex poll 

We asked 100 men to guess what spe 
cifically masculine trait they thought 
most women would like to have. To see 
if men guessed right, we checked what 
100 women said they actually wanted, 
Then we did it the other way around— 
asking women to guess and men to tell. 
Here are the results: 


WHAT MALE 
CHARACTERISTIC DO YOU 
THINK MOST WOMEN ENVY 
AND WOULD LIKE TO HAVE 
FOR THEMSELVES? 
(Asked of 100 men) 


Thirty-two percent of the men with 
whom we talked guessed that women 
envied masculine power—over people, 
over jobs, over money, over the world. 
Here are some of their comments: "What 
goes for sex goes for real lile. Everywhere 
you look, men are on top. Women at best 
have token positions in industry, poli- 
tics and finance. Theyre jealous of our 
contro." “Women would give their left 
tit to have as much power as men. 

Thirteen percent of the men said that 
women coveted male aggressiveness: 
"Somewhere inside of every one of those 
nice, quiet girls is a masculine son of a 
bitch dyi 


to kill someone. Women wish 
they weren't afraid to let it out.” 
Eleven percent guessed that women 
wanted physical strength: “Women don't 
like to be afraid, to be at a physical dis 


vant; 


They'd like to be stronger 
than us or at least be able to wrestle 
in the same weight class. Then they could 
lake on muggers for the best two out of 
three falls." 

Nine percent said that women suffered 
from penis envy: “Our sex is visible, up 
front. There's mo question about it. 
Women would like their own sexuality 
to be out in the open.” “They want to be 
able to write their names in the snow." 

Seven percent of the men felt that 
women envied male drive and goal orien 
tation: “They long for our ambition, our 
ability to create careers instead of just 
jobs. Women are encouraged to be com- 
placent and it drives them crazy. 

Six percent said that women desired 
male independence: “We are free 10 go 

nywhere, do anything, at any time of 
the day or night. Women have to worry 
about how they look or whether ir 
sale.” 


Five percent guessed that women would 


love to be cool and dispassionate in their 
approach to sexual relationships: "Men. 
сап have purely sexual affairs without 
getting too involved. Women have trou 
ble doing that. 

The rest of the sample guessed that 
wome 


would want a wide 
culine traits: toughness, tolerance, de- 
cisiveness, security, sel 
from household concerns. Finally, a few 
| thought women envied the male 
ity to have reliable org ^I think 
most women would like to trust their or- 
gasms—io come as regularly as we do. 
It's better to come once a night, every 
ight, than to come seven times in опе 
night and not at all the rest of the week. 


icty of mas- 


assurance, freedom 


WHAT MALE 
CHARACTERISTIC DO YOU 
MOST ENVY AND WOULD LIKE 
TO HAVE FOR YOURSELF? 
(Asked of 100 women) 


Twentyeight percent of the women 
with whom we talked said that they want 
ed power. Here are a few of their 
thoughts: "Men run their lives instead 
of lile running them.” “The prestige of 
being a male is so attractive—being 
greeted with respect and recognition of 
your position in the hierarchy wherever. 
you go. To even be allowed in the hier- 
chy would be an improvement.” 
Nineteen percent of the women were 
jealous of the aggressive male style: 
“I want that good old macho courage 
Males get all the interesting roles in 
movies, because the male role—the cool 
heroics of a Kojak or a Dirty Harry—i 
more exciting than the female role.” 
Thirteen percent of the women wane 
ed a man’s physical strength: "Quite sim 
ply. I would like to be able to manhandle 
someone every now and then.” "It's aw. 
ful to have to worry about being raped 
and attacked. Would 1 ever love the 
pility to walk around freely without 
being sexually hassled.” “If I were physi- 
cally more powerful, I'd be able to really 
crank it on in bed. We'd ricochet off the 
ing. The Flying Wallendas of the 


Fuck.” 
Fight percent of the women wanted a 
man’s ability to be sexually forward: “A 


ın have a quality of sexy brutality 
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Six percent wished to be less emotional 
and more aloof in their relationships: 
“Im too vulnerable. I'd like to be as 
detached as my partner 

Five percent envied man's mobility, 
his independence of action: "Women are 
kept at home by a weird kind of zoning 
law that puts much of the world ой 
lim ч 
Five percent wanted to be liberated 
from menstruation: “Гус always been 
jealous that men don't have periods. Why 
do you think we call it the curse?” 

Five percent would be happy to have 
ning capacity: “We work just 

пуз get paid mor 


as hard, but 


have a penis: “I'd like to be 
up and piss off a sailboat.” 
The rest of the sample wanted such 
male traits as height, craggy faci 
tures, the freedom to go without make-up. 
and, finally, a deep voice: "Deep voices 
are sexy. Also, if a woman had i 
deep as Henry Kiss 
world would listen." 


WHAT FEMALE 
CHARACTERISTIC DO YOU 
THINK MOST MEN ENVY 
AND WOULD LIKE TO HAVE 
FOR THEMSELV 
(Asked of 100 women) 


Thirtyseven percent of the women 
with whom we talked guessed that men 
really wanted to be more expressive of 
their feelings. Some of their response 
len would Iove to have wailing, socam- 
ing, crying temper tantrums like we do. 
Its the emotional difference between 
black-and-white and a color TV. 
They aren't playing with a full palette. 
Seventeen percent of the women sa 
that most men craved the female capacity 
for multiple orgasms: “Men are under the 
impression that we have more fun in bed 
because we can come more often. They 
may be right.” 
Nine percent thought that men envied 
the way accept dependency 
"Who wants to work? Men must really 
resent that a wom ng to any 
h for them 


females 


ved 


lit percent of the women be 
most men wanted to experience 
pregnancy: "Men would like 10 feel a 
much stronger part of the whole procre- 
ative process—and sometimes I think 
they hate women because we're so much 
more directly linked to it.” 

Four percent guessed that guys were 


jetlous of feminine intuition: “Men 
would like to be able to figure out when 
something is going to happen just by 
vibes. 

The rest of the пріс had different 
notions about the most coveted female 
sets. Some guessed that men would like 
to have breasts (“They could satisfy 
their fetish for tii nd ass without 1 
ing home"). A few thought that men 
wanted a woman's wiles, her political de- 
viousness or, in contrast, her complete 
passivity. One lady thought that mei 
would get off on the pleasure of being 
openly admired and whistled at. And one 
woman said: “I guess most men would 
want to be less hairy and not have to 
e in the morning.” 


WHAT FEMALE 
CHARACTERISTIC DO YOU 
MOST ENVY AND WOULD LIKE 
TO HAVE FOR YOURSELF? 
(Asked of 100 men) 


Thirtytwo percent of the men with 
whom we talked reported that they cov- 
eted the fi bility to have massiv 
multiple orgasms. Some of their com- 
ments follow: "When God gave out or 
gasms. He gave too many to the girls. I'd 
like to get some back." “L's unfair. Wom- 
en have multiple orgasms, they have long- 
er orgasms, they have more orgasms. 
They can go all night. Why such a talent 
was wasted on the gender that has the 
most hang-ups about sex is beyond me.” 

Twenty percent of the men envied 
the female's ability to be more open with 
her feelings, to be emotionally expre 
si “I wish that it would be OK for 
guys to cry and break do it is for 
women. | don't і having to bottle 
up my feelings. We should be able to 
show that we're just as scared. or angry 
as women. Or excited. І wish 1 could 
grow the emotional equivalent of long 
fingernails, so that I could rake my part 
ner's back in the heat of passion.” 

Nine percent of the men were attract- 
ed to feminine passivity: “Its perfect 
ly acceptable for a woman to be sexually 
y or selfish—you know, to just lie 
back in lile and in bed while your part 
ner plays your body and puts you out of 
control. Men should be given the same 
tention.” "When it comes to sex, I hate 
doing all the work. 

Fight percent wanted the softness and 
gentleness of a woman, her grace in mo- 
tion: “I admire the quiet. Madonnalike 
quality of tlie opposite sex 

Seven percent of the men were openly 
envious of the women’s ability to manip 
with mur- 


ulate, commive and get awa 


der: “Girls, if they're smart enough, have 
the ability to manipulate people, to 
wind them around their lide fingers. I 
want the same kind of fingers.” “It drives 
me crazy that the woman decides whether 

not to fuck on the first night. I'd like 
powe 

Six percent of the men wanted the 
female experience of pregnang: “I 
would love to fecl a baby grow in my 
body, to have that primal chim on the 
child that a woman has.” 

The rest of the 
patience, passionate 
their irr: nd their 
looks. A small portion envied anato 
differences: Two percent of the 
wanted bre 
wanted а clitoris: “A wor 
in three places at once—h 
her clitoris—while a n 
only in oi 
fair that women did not go b; 

Summary: Some intriguing 
emerged from our statisti 
men supposed to find the female 
mind mysterious, actually, most guessed 
accurately as to what hunk of masculinity 
the majority of women desired for them- 
selves—power. Although different words 
and phrases were used to expres the 
thought, underlying more than 50 рег 
cent of the women's answers was the 
Big P. 

Women weren't so perceptive when it 
сате 10 guessing about guys. They c 
dose but earned no cigar, because you 
might say they missed the nub of the 
problem—orgasms. A big percentage of 
the female guesswork centered оп emo- 
tions. They believed that men wanted to 
be more open with their feelings. Al 
though a significant number of the men 
said they envied that particular female 

it, a far larger proportion was hung up. 
on multiple orgasms. 

A paradoxical facet of our poll is that 
at men apparently want—multiple 
orgasms—they believe they can't have. 
Medical researchers claim that a wom- 
п» seemingly endless capacity for dli- 
xes is one of the clearest physiolog’ 
differences between the sexes. Recent re 
search has shown that some men can 
learn to have an extended or multiple 
peak orgasm (see The Extended Male 
Orgasm, v ) So thar which 
you cover is—theoretically—within. your 


their 


men 
ам, while another two percent 


can be erect 
nipples and 
an cm be erect 
Two percent thought 
а. 


things 
. Although 


nilarly, what women want—the pow- 
now control—is (at least in 
theory) within the range of possibility. 
Go to work on it 

Meanwhile, back in the en fields of 
envy, our survey shows that most men 
arc certain that мопс 


are having a bet 
ter time in bed, and the women ате just 
as sure that men are having a better time 
n the world. How about а wade? 
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Jockey International, Inc. Kenosha, Wisconsin 53140. 
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Jim Hart: Life" A-Shirt/Slim Guy Boxer; Denis Potvin: Life® Intemational Denim T-Shirt/Brief: Jo Jo White: élance™ Brief; Steve Carlton: Nylon A-Shirt/Brief; 
Mike Riordan: Micro 3* Brief; Pete Rose: International Skants* Metre Brief; Jamaal Wilkes: Man-In-Motion™ Fun Top/Sport Short; 
Jim Palmer: International Skant*/Tropez Brief; Ken Anderson: Man-In-Motion™ Fun Top/Low-Rise Sport Short. 
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WHY PEOPLE WHO OWNABMW 
ENJOY DRIVING MORE THAN YOU DO. 


As diverse as BMW owners 
are—a sweeping assortment of 
business executives, professional 
people, movie stars and royalty— 
there is one thing they all seem to 
have in common: an unabashed 
enthusiasm for their BMW. 

An enthusiasm that seems 
to increase as the years and miles 
go by. 

What causes this exceedingly 
rare relationship between man and 
machine? Quite frankly, the caliber 
of the machine. 

The BMW 5301 is a luxury se- 
dan designed by racing engineers. 
The very same engineers respon- 
sible for the prodigious reputation 
BMW has enjoyed over the past 


© 977 BMW of North America, Inc. 


decade on the great race circuits 
of the world. 

German engineers who, in 
the words of the editor of Car and 
Driver magazine, believe that 
“driving, like life, is a two-hands 
affair that should be grasped firmly, 
taken seriously and done well." 

Under the hood of the BMW 
530i is a three-liter, fuel-injected 
masterwork of engineering Road & 
Track magazine calls“. ..the most 
refined in-line six in the world.” 

The suspension is fully indepen- 
dent on all four wheels. Resulting in 
a degree of control and comfort so 
unique it will spoil you for the solid 
tear axle systems found on most 


imported and all domestic sedans. 

All told, it is a car so singularly 
enjoyable to drive that, in Germany, 
aland of legendary driving machines- 
as in the rest of Europe-BMW sells 
more high-performance luxury cars 
than any other manufacturer. 

If you agree that extraordinary 
performance is the only thing that 
makes an expensive car worth the 
money, we suggest you 
call a BMW dealer and 
arrange a thorough 
test drive. 


THE ULTIMATE DRIVING MACHINE. 


Bavarian Motor Works, Munich, Germany. 


For ћелате ofthe nearest BMW dealer, or for further information, call us anytime, toll-free, at 800 243-6000 (Conn. 1-800-882-6500). = 


THE PLAYBOY FORUM 


a continuing dialog on contemporary issues between playboy and its readers 


A HITCH IN TIME 

I'd like to urge the man who wrote the 
letter titled “Time Machine” in the Feb- 
ruary Playboy Forum not to change 
his ideas about lovemaking. I, for one, 
am a woman who enjoys “nasty love, 
soft love, hard love” from whomever I go 
to bed with. And if it happens to take all 
night or all we well, the more the 
better. There just aren't enough people 
willing to a 
able exploration. 


asen 
‚ Washington 


Terry H 
Olymp 


m really tired of men whose love- 
making techniques are ritualized, whose 
foreplay consists of what they've decided 
should excite a woman; in fact, every 
wom ime Л who is baffled 
by lovers’ compl he too 
long to make love, ing the obvi- 
ous: Those complaints indicate that his 
“touching, tasting, smelling” simply are 
not satisfactory to his partners, regardless 
of how much /ie enjoys them. 

Yd suggest that he indi 
lovers by tuning in to 
specal wants and needs. That may be 
done by talking during lovemaking or by 
being especially receptive to nonverbal 
cues, such movements that signal “T 
like that—keep it up.” No one knows 
better what excites a particular woman 
than she herself. 

OF course, men don't have the total 
responsibility in all of this: Both men 
and women must be willing to show and 
tell what they want in bed. 
thheld by request) 
ay, Wisconsin 


KISSING SWEET 

My husband happens to be one of 
those men think that a woman 
doesn't taste good; consequently, we used 
to have very little oral sex. Since I en- 
joyed being eaten, I refused to give up 
until I found à solution, And the solu- 
tion was a solution—mouthwash diluted 
with water. I diluted it because I didn't 
want to smell or taste like a medicine 
ches. The idea worked; we both now 
enjoy oral sex. The mouthwash also gives 
me a tingling sensation that adds to 
the fun. 


who 


ithheld by request) 
sant, Missouri 


SEXALYZER TEST 

I've discovered, through my own р 
vately conducted research, that an а 
ing change occurs in saliva when onc 


sexually aroused. This phenomenon can 
be demonstrated experimentally by any 
interested. couple and could, in fact, be 
the basis for a party game. Required for 
the experiment are two consenting adults 
and two pieces of chewing gum; I prefer 
Juicy Fruit. 

The subjects face each other and start 
chewing their gum. Then, still chewing, 
they hold hands and peer into each 
other's eyes. It helps if they keep their 
lips slightly parted, After a few minutes 


“Pd suggest that he 
individualize his lovers 
by tuning in to each 
woman's special wants 
and needs.” 


of this, the subjects embrace and kiss ас. 
coréiag to their custom, which may or 
may not involve tongue interplay. While 
the kissing is in progress the pariners 
may begin spontaneously caressing each 
other, And they cn go on from there to 
whatever else pleases them, in а logical 
progression. But they have to keep 
chewing. 

It's only a matter of time before the 
subjects realize that something strange 


has happened to their gum: It has fallen 
to pieces. This is what always happens 
under these conditions. If you don’t be- 
lieve me, try it. 

Why does this happen? It seems that 
sexual stimulation causes certain en- 
zymes то be released into the saliva and 
that it is these chemical agents that 
cause the breakdown in the gum. 

But what is nature's purpose in provid- 
ing a substance in human saliva that will 
cause chewing gum to decay? The final 
word is not in, which, thank God, nec 
sitates more experimentation. However, 
authorities agree that saliva fortified with 
these enzymes is a very clfective lubricant 
for certain parts of the body. 

W. S. Doxey 
Carrollton, Georgia 


PAINTING YOUR WAGON 
The day after my wife and I were 
ried, we checked out of our hotel, 
walked to our camper (which had been 
parked since before the wedding) and 
found that it had been decorated by some 
of our biwdier friends. There was a draw- 
ing of a penis, a picture of two semi 
trucks, one on top of the other, with the 
inscription “Keep on fuckin'" and, on 
the back of the van, a caption that read, 
“Patti, watch your rear.” It was actually 
pretty well done, but realizing we might 
offend, we thought we had better wash it 
off after we returned some rented wed- 
ding apparel. We didn't get very far, 
though, before we were stopped. by the 
police, who ordered us to get the camper 
washed immediately because of the so 
called obscene phrases. We agreed but 
stopped at the tuxedo-rental shop first. 
About a half hour later, as we left the 
place, the same patrolman stopped us 
again and— would you bel 
me for obscene publication, a violation. 
of a city ordinance, Before 1 knew what 
hit me, ] was frisked, put into a cage unit 
in the back of the patrol car, taken to 
police headquarters, fingerprinted, pho- 
tographed and jailed. 

Fortunately, a municipal judge inter- 
vened on my behalf and ordered me re- 
leased immediately on the recognizance 
of my attorney, The whole story obvi- 
ously has its funny side, but the humor 
was temporarily lost on me when the 
idiotic prudery left me with attorney's 
fees, impoundment fees, shot nerves, an 
upset wife and a criminal record. I plan 
to sue the city and the arresting officer; 
then we'll see who gets the last laugh. 

(Name withheld by request) 
Daytona Beach, Florida 
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A LINE FROM HEINLEIN 

In his 1950 short story The Man Who 
Sold the Moon, science-fiction master 
Robert А. Ни in gives onc of the best 
definitions of censorship I 


it wowser in the co 
velo over what we can say 
show and 
. It’s like de- 
t grown men live on skim 
e the baby can't cat ste 
ics W., Cox 
bridge Island, Washington 


‘every twi 


anding th 
milk beca 


THE CENSORS VS. LARRY FLYNT 

Well. they finally got him; that is, 
Larry Flynt. You will be next. You 
damnable gutter rats, merchants, peddlers 
of smut and filth have been getting by 
with it long enough. Your day has come 
at last. When I sce children and young 
people poisoned with your damnable 
smut and filth on every newsstand, store, 
ete, it's enough to tear the heart out of 
every decent, law-abiding citizen. May 
God have mercy on you filth peddlers. 
You ought to hide your heads and hearts 
in shame. That gocs for female as well as 
male. No more will smutand-filth law- 
yers or judges protect you. This is the 
cause of the great crime wave over our 
county. 


(Name withheld by request) 
Bethlehem, Pennsylvania 
There are those who will think we 
publish this letter only to make people 
who favor censorship look bad. They'll 
be quite right. 


The prosecution of Larry Flynt was an 
issment to me as а member of the 
› bar and a former assistant. prosecut 
ing attorney in Columbus. The decision 
of the Hamilton County Court of Com- 
mon Pleas represents a giant step 
from personal freedom and enlighten 
keed, regrettable that in 
ed society, there still exist 
those individuals with antiquated Vic 
torian principles and profound sexual 
inhibitions who happen to be in positions 
of authority, enabling them to force their 
moral dictates on. the rest of society via 
the courts. 


away 


. Mayhew 
t Law 


Attorney 
Reynoldsburg, Ohio 


lynt faced a stacked deck. The con- 
viction is narrow, hypocritical and un- 
realistic. Millions of people, by Пес 
choice, purchase his magazine. Any frec- 
dom taken away from a publisher 
freedom taken away from all of his 
readers. 


While there are still strange creatures 
in flying saucers directing, via powerful 


FORUM NEWSFRONT 


what’s happening in the sexual and social arenas 


GOD'S MASTERPIECES 

MIAMI BEACH—Despile the endorse- 
ment of state tourism. officials, topless 
bathing has been rejected by a six-to- 
one vole of the Miami Beach ciy 
council. The single favorable vole came 
from a 60-year-old. councilman, who 
said, in support of the proposal to 
legalize bare breasts on public beach 
“God's masterpiece is a well-built 
woman, and, Mr. Mayor, you should 
look into it.” 


THE SPORTING LIFE 
ancaco—Several major credit-card 
companies have promised lo investigate 
whether some of their. clients ате ac- 
tually whorchouses and massage par- 
lors posing as, among other things, 
retailers of “sporting goods." Police 


A \ 


contacted the companies afler many 
dissatisfied customers, or their wives, 
found their credit-card statements show- 
ing charges of up to $600 for an 
evening's entertainment, itemized as 
anything from karate lessons to baseball 
gloves. 


SEX AND THE HEART 

STANFORD, CALIFORNIA Stanford Uni- 
versity researchers report that solving 
puzzles can put a greater strain on the 
heart than watching erotic movies, In 
а study of recovering heart-attack pa- 
tients, scientists found that their heart 
rate and blood pressure increased 
slightly when they were interviewed 
about their jobs, heart attacks or sex, 
or when they were viewing cither trau- 
matic or erotic films, but a substantial 
increase occurred when they were as- 
sembling a geometric pu 4 psy 
chologist for the study said the puzzle 
induces stress because it is a self-im- 


posed, self-competitive activity similar 
1o the kind of pressure found at work. 


A LOOP IN THE LAW 

JONANNESBURG—A 40-year-old South 
African businessman who was charged 
with possessing pornographic films, in- 
"roa" and “The Tale 
" escaped conviction 
through a legal loophole. The obscenity 
statute specifies “photographic matter,” 
and the movies were on video tape. The 
defendant was acquitted and his tapes 
were returned. 


BARRED FROM THE PROMISED LAND 
TEL aviv—Israeli authorities have an- 
nounced they will not let Danish film 
maker Jens Jorgen Thorsen enter the 
country to shoot scenes for his proposed 
movie on “the sex life of Jesus.” Thor- 
sen already has been turned away by 
Denmark, West Germany, Fiance and 
Britain, An Israeli spokesman said that 
while Israel guarantees. freedom. of re- 
ligion for all faiths, “an obligation 
exists lo prevent offense to the sensi- 
tivities of the believers of any faith.” 


TOKYO ROGUE 

токуо—4 29-year-old man has been 
charged with theft and fraud after a 
19-month courting spree during which 
he became engaged to at least 118 
women and allegedly bilked them out 
of some $36,000. Police said the man's 
gambit was to introduce himself as a 
doctor or a university professor, ex- 
plain that he had fallen in love at first 
sight, proceed with a dinner, a marriage 
proposal aud seduction, and then 
either borrow money or steal the 
woman's watch. 4 police spokesman 
suid, "He had gentle, high-class man- 
ners, and he certainly knew how to 
win a girl's confidence.” 


SUITS OVER SEX 

RICHMOND, VIRGINIA—T lhe Fourth Cir- 
cuit Court of Appeals has ruled that a 
woman who loses her job for refusing 
the sexual advances of her boss has the 
right to sue for damages under the 1964 
Civil Rights Act. The unanimous deci- 
sion reversed a lower-court ruling and 
also contradicted an earlier U. S. district 
court in New Jersey (“Forum News- 
front,” March), both of which had held 
that such disputes did not involve civil 
rights issues. 


HAPPILY UNMARRIED 


wAsmINGTON, pG—The number of 
American couples living together 


without being married has more than 
doubled since 1970 and now exceeds 
1,000,000, the Census. Bureau reports. 
“Fundamental changes are occurring in 
marriage and family living" im the 
Seventies, the bureau said, adding that 
it is not yet clear “whether or not these 
changes represent only a temporary de- 
parture from past norms or the emer- 
gence of new and lasting lifestyles.” 


BACK TO LAW ORDER 

WASHINGTON. DE—The U.S. Supreme 
Court has further diluted the historic 
Miranda" decision, under which 
police must advise a suspect of his 
right to remain silent and 10 obtain a 
lawyer. By a vole of six to three, the 
Court held that suspects need not be 
advised of their rights, even when 
taken to a police station for question- 
ing, so long as they are not officially “in 
custody” and prevented from leaving. 
In his dissent, Justice Thurgood Mar- 
shall expressed worry that police might 
try to “circumvent ‘Miranda’ by deliber- 
ately postponing the official ‘arres? and 
the giving of ‘Miranda’ warnings until 
the necessary incriminating statements 
have been obtained.” 


KISSING CAUSES CAVITIES 
NEW York—Kissing can spread germs 
that cause cavities, bleeding gums and 
pyorrhea, according 10 a scientist from 
the National Insitute of Dental. Re- 
search. Speaking at a New York dental 


mecting, Dr. Paul H. Keyes reported 
evidence that microorganisms believed 
to cause various dental diseases are 
spread from person to person, especial- 
ly within families and between boy- 
friends and girlfriends. 


ARKANSAS JUSTICE 
BATESVILLE, ARKANSAS—An /ndepend- 
ence County circuit-court jury found a 
36-year-old man guilty on four counts of 
delivering marijuana, The judge fined 
him $60,000 and sentenced him to 40 


years in prison. Earlier the same day, 
a jury convicted а man of severely scald- 
ing his wife's five-year-old daughter by 
puiting her legs in hot water and the 
same judge sentenced him to a year in 
jail. 


CHEMICAL EXECUTION 

OKLAHOMA City—Stlale Senator Bill 
Dawson has introduced and the senate 
has approved a bill that would provide 
for the death penalty to be carried out 
by injection. The proposed. legislation 
reads, “The punishment of death must 
be inflicted by continuous, intravenous 


j А 


administration of а lethal quantity of 
an ultrashortacting barbiturate 


1 


n com- 
bination with a chemical paralytic agent 
uniil death is pronounced by a licensed 
physician." Present law specifies that 
executions be carried ош by gas but 
permits electrocution until a gas cham- 
ber is built. 


POPULAR POT LAW 

SACRAMENTO—An extensive study by 
the California Health and Welfare 
Agency has found not only that citizens 
are pleased with the state's revised mari- 
juana law but that it saved taxpayers at 
least $25,000,000 in law-enforcement 
costs during the fist year. In all age 
groups except those over 60, а majority 
of both smokers and nonsmokers 
favored the more lenient present law, 
which provides for a citation instead of 
arrest for possession of one ounce or 
less and a $100 fine as the maximum 
penalty. The study also showed that 
less than three percent of those sur 
veyed had begun smoking marijuana 
since the new law went into effect on 
January 1, 1976. 

Meanwhile, Assemblyman Willie L. 
Brown, Jr., of Sam Francisco has in- 
troduced a bill in the California legis- 
lature that would extend the provisions 
of the current law to cover the growing 
of up to six pot plants for personal use. 


radio beams, staunch God-fearing folks 
to staining an old sock over an explici 
nude photo, law-enforcement officials in 
Ohio and clscwhere w not lack for 


employment. 
B. W. DePen 
Upland, California 
It is especially happens 


ata time when President Carter is speak- 
g out on the subject of world-wide hu- 
rights. 


John M. Uhlich 
Riverside, Ilinois 


The Russians are persecuting а politi- 
cal dissident, Andrei Sakharov, while this 
country makes a cause célébre of the pub 
lisher of a washy girlie magazine. It 
would appear that this country is no freer 
a the Soviet U just that whereas 
the Russi = uptight about politics 
the U. $ ight about sex. 
Robert Martin 
Oklahoma City, Oklahoma 
If the Russians had a sense of humor, 
they'd invite Larry Flynt to the Kremlin. 


THE BLUING OF MEMPHIS 

While the dust from the great porno 
uial of Harry Reems et al. is still drift- 
ing about, Memphis has taken off at 
full tilt to recreate the days of Cotton 
Mather. The Memphis city council has 
passed, by an almost unanimous vote, and 
the mayor has signed, an ordinance out- 
lawing nudity and public dancing in es- 
tablishments serving alcoholic beverages. 
Assistant city attorney William Bateman 
declared that even pasties would not 
legalize an otherwise nude performance. 
One councilwoman rationalized her sup- 
port of the ordinance by saying, “I don't 
sec any need for topless dancing." 
"his city has the distinction of being 
the only one in the counny to give Day 
of the Dolphin an R rating. Mary Hart- 
man, Mary Hartman was shown at n 
night for a time and finally canceled 

For those of us in Memphis who think 
sex isn't necessarily dirty, visitation is 
twice a year and cigarettes are welcome 
every Saturday. 


Memphis, Tennessee 


PORN IN PASCO 

Aping bigger ci asco, Washing- 
ton— population 14,000—is attempting 
10 use taxpayers’ money to fight what it 
de ography. The city council 
passed a “to use whatever re- 
sources are necessary to continue enforc- 
ing the criminal obscenity ordinance." 
State law exempts from prosecution pro- 
jectionists who have no financial interest 
in the theater. Pasco's ordinance doesn't. 
nor does it require that those accused of 
displaying a pornographic film know what 
contains. The law's constitutionality 


S poi 


notion 
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is being studied by a municipal judge. 
Four theater employees are facing trial 
under the ordinance and the prosecuting 
attorney's wife is a member of an anti- 
pornography organization. 

One would think, from all the fuss 
that Pasco were in danger of being over- 
run with adult theaters, Actually, there 
only one, which has just undergone a 
$20,000 renovation and looks a good deal 
better than it did while vacant. The 
name of the theater, which wasn't 
changed by the present owner, adds 
ironic twist to the story. It's the Liberty. 

Sue C. Mille 


PLAYBOY IN THE LIBRARY 


Whar with natural-gas shortages, spiral- 
ing inflation and dwindling operating 


budgets, most city officials are busy 
enough just keeping the machinery of 
government functioning. So when а may 
or goes out of hi: to request that 
the city's library director be fired, one 
can only suppose that the poor boob 
couldn't memorize the Dewey deci 
system or had a penchant for cating 
library paste. But now comes word from 
the Rock Island, Hlinois, Argus that the 
mayor of Bettendorf, Iowa (safely across 
the Mississippi from Rock Island). asked 
that the libi the 
di g R-rated movies dur- 
ing a film festival and maki 


the board refused to go along with 
yors recommendation, recogniz- 
haps, both prAvBoY's worth per 
s value as а natural method of 
ceping the body's furnace well stoked 
should next winter be as harsh as the 
past one. 

Moral tyrants of his kind continually 
fail to recognize the golden rule for a 
free and democratic society: Censor oth- 
ers as you would have them censor you. 
John H 
Chi 


GETTING ORGANIZED 

1 think the basic problem those of us 
who believe in individual freedom have 
is a lack of or ion. The procensor- 
ship people are organized. They picket, 
lobby and get themselves on juries while 
the rest of us sit back on our liberal 
k about freedom over cognac 

о one ever comes out 
screaming, “I'm for filth!” No, we just 
buy the stuff and keep our mouths shut, 
except when we around. friends. 
Meanwhile, people are wasting time be- 

nd bars for erotic dreams a 
bit more of a 


are 


ality. 
L. Rudnick 
Albuquerque, N 


w Mexico 


SELF-RIGHTEOUS FINGERS 

1 received a letter from that valiant 
protector of the nation’s moral fiber, the 
U. S. Customs Service, informing me that 


it was holding mail addressed to me 
described as an “article containing 
illustrated advertising material offering 
obscene merchandise for sale." "Ehe item 
postmarked Denmark. I was offered 
the choice of agreeing i 
Customs’ disposing of the mate 
doing nothing, in which case “the mate- 
tely will he referred to the 
ts Attorney for forfeiture.” 
There was no third choice. 
In my reply, I stated: 


I do not assent to ап administra- 
tive forfeiture, Your action of open 
ng mail addressed to me without a 
valid search warrant violates my con- 
stitutional right to be protected 
against unreasonable search and sci 
zure. The Tariff Act is unconstitu 
tionally vague, as it does not specify 
what the criteria are for deciding 
that a given item is or is not ob- 
scene. Further, I strongly suspect 
that whether a given piece of mail is 
opened is a hitor-miss proposition 
and that much material alleged. to 
be obscene slips through your self- 
righteous little fingers. Thus, I am be- 
ng denied equal protection under 


“Censor others as you 
would have them 


censor you.” 
the law, as the law is not applied 
equally in all cases. 


It will be interesting to see how the 
Customs Service replies to this, PLAYBOY 
would perform a real service if it would 
publish something on one's rights when 
confronted with this sort of notice from 
Customs. 


Terence M. H 
Eugene, Oregon 
Customs is empowered by act of Con 
gress to search, seize and confiscate mate- 
rial it alleges to be obscene. However, if 
the addressee wants to take the trouble 
10 go lo court, Customs has 10 prove that 
the material in question is actually ob- 
scene. The February “Forum Newsfront” 
reported that а Federal judge declared 
unconstitutional the procedure the serv- 
ice uses Io inspect and confiscate allegedly 
obscene mail. The judge pointed out 
that Customs has no way of knowing 
whether the material would be consid- 
ered obscene by the recipient's commu 
nity standards. Such a ruling does not 
mean that Customs agents will desist [rom 
the nasty practice of opening people's 
mail to look for dirty pictures, however. 
But if everyone who got such a notice 
from Customs took the case to court, it 
would keep the service pretty busy. 
Hm... 


ies. 


THE —— STATEMENT 

The Nixon legacy, about which 
PLAYBOY has written so intcll has 
included a wave of censorship actior 
But onc of Nixon's former aides is on 
the side of the good guys: Will 
Safire, who wrote speeches for Tricky 
Dick in 1968, argues in his column for the 
San Francisco Examiner-Chronicle that 
"government does not belong in the per- 
sonal-moralityamongadults business. We 
should. teach morality, we should preach 
ity, but we should not legislate mo 
-" Safire adds, very perceptively, I 
think, that the “conspiracy statutes that 

e being used so often to harass pornog 
raphers are an abomination. Whether the 
targets are rioters, White House aides or 
even les popular souls, whenever the 
Government cannot prove a person guilty 
of a crime, it ought пог then be able 10 
jail that person for ‘conspiracy to commit" 


ingly, Safire mentions an inci- 
dent in the 1968 campaign in which a 


Nixon aide asked him for an anti- 
obscenity speech with the words "Who's 
got the obscenity statement?" (The 
dash is Safire's and presumably stands 


for one of the deleted expletives so com- 
mon among Nixon and his supermoralis- 
tic henchmen.) And Safire concludes, 
ently, "Let individual Americans 
e their own decision about 
obscenity.” Ame 

The Nixon cour 
г ар last 


m 


errevolution must be 
if even. conservatives. like 
ize that one of 
g is the First 


the things worth conser 
Amendment 


Ed Dubowsky 
El Cerrito, California 


DISMANTLING DEMOCRACY 
1 read with interest Justice by A pathy 

(The Playboy Forum, February), of your 
editorial series The Nixon Legacy. As 
an attorney, | could not agree more 
with your description of the U.S. Su- 
preme Court as influenced by Richard 
The stitution 
has gone relat unscathed by 
tergate. Qui it is 
ceeding to dism i 
democracy in а manner of which Nixon 
would be proud. When one branch of 
the Government becomes unresponsive 
to the needs and desires of the people, 
the other branches must set themselves 
the task of correcting the trend. 

Sheldon R. Waxman, J-D. 

Auomey at Law 

Chicago, Illi 


PUBLIC EXECUTIONS 

So former Texas governor John Con- 
nally has proposed that we televise ex- 
ecutions. Supposedly, this would increase 
the deterrent effect of the death penalty 
(The Playboy Forum, March). 

In 1868, public executions were 
banned in England. It was shown that in 


SOMEHOW, SCOTCH 
BOTTLED ELSEWHERE 
ISN'T QUITE THE SAME. 


Contrary to popular belief, many more brands of Scotch 
are bottled in America than in Scotland. They are bulk- 
shipped and bottled here, often using municipal water. 

The makers of Cutty Sark, however, remain adamant 
on the subject of Scottish Scotch. 

To this day, Cutty Sark is distitted, blended, and 
bottled in Scotland, using the water of Loch Katrine. 
This results in a Scots Whisky of uncommon smoothness 
which is worth every penny you pay for it. 

To distinguish genuine Scots Whisky from the rest, 
you need look wo further than the very тор of the label 
on a bottle of Cutty Sark. 

It spells out exactly what you're getting right there 
in ШЕ" and yellow. 


à in 
Wed. 2h Government Super An nd 
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DISCWASHER 
presents 


RECORD 
CARE 
BASICS 


The finest record care system is 
Discwasher, and the research of the 
Discwasher labs shows four ways to 
dramatically extend the fidelity of your 
disc: 


1. Beware of the heat monster. Tak- 
ig records from very cold con- 
ditions to hot conditions, or play- 
ing records at temperatures in 
excess of 90° F, accelerates record 
wear and distortion. 


Beware of a "clean" stylus. A 
Stylus may Took clean, but can be 
glazed with contamination after 
playing two or three records, This 
glaze holds dust which abrasively 
destroys records. Discwasher's 
SC-1 Stylus Cleaner is the best 
мау to keep your clean-but-dirty 
stylus really clean. 


Do not replay records quickly. 
Playing a record more than once 
every hour causes chemical and 
physical stress to the vinyl that 
will eventually destroy the album. 


Clean micro-dust before playing. 
Micro-dust is attracted to records 
and may not be noticeable. Play- 
ing a dust-contaminated record 
welds this micro-dust into the 
grooves. The Discwasher brush 
with a few drops of D3 fluid is the. 
finest, most convenient way to 
remove this threat to your val- 
uable record collection. 
For technical information on the com- 
plete line of Discwasher products, see 
your hi-fi specialist or discriminating 
record store, 


d discwasher inc. 


1407 N. Providence Rd. 
Columbia, Missouri 65201 


one town, out of 167 people who came 
under the sentence of death over a num- 
ber of years, 164 of them had seen a 
public execution. Some deterrent. 

Russell E. Button 

Eglin Air Force Base, Florida 


AMNESTY 

Last January, our newly elected Presi- 
dent saw fit to issue a pardon to all draft 
evaders of the Vietnam war. This is a 
direct slap in the face of every honorably 


discharged veteran in the U.S. today, as 
well as to those who made the supreme 


sacrifice and paid with their li 
suredly, the Vietnam conflict w: 
regarded as a stupid, bloodletting mil 
tary and economic disaster, but this does 
not make the veteran any less a patriot 
nor the deserter any less a traitor. Ask 
any veteran who has been there in the 
defense of his country what he thinks 
about the Presidential pardon and you 
will get an interesting answer. 

Robert Landers 

National Commander 

International Veterans Association 

Kingsford Heights, Indiana 


Being a Vietnam veteran, I feel 1 must 
speak out in support of President Car- 
ter’s decision to pardon those who had 
the guts to refuse to enter the military 
and serve in Vietnam. I wish now that I 
had done the same thing. Never again 
will I rush blindly to the service of my 
country just because my Government 
orders it. Vietnam was а wrong war, an 
illegal one. and even the most stubborn 
of us must realize that by now. I welcome 
those men back home and commend 
them for the courage of their 
convictions. 


St. Louis, Missouri 


RAPE AND JUSTICE 

п Bass, in her February Playboy 
Forum letter, states that "rape is the 
crime where the burden of secing that 
justice is done rests more on the victim 
оп the police and the courts.” Two 
go, I would have agreed whole- 


ically reversed. 

In November 1075. | picked up a 
woman in an all-night restaurant. After 
we spent scveral hours together, she 
agreed to go to my apartment, where we 
engaged in sex by mutual c 
that, I drove her back to the place where 
her car was parked. The next day, 1 was 
rested at work and charged with first- 
degree sexual assault, the legal term for 
rape in Colorado. Why this woman 
is still a mystery 


10 me. 
bond, because I was an ex-convict only 
16 months out of the penitentiary, after 
serving 24 years on two murder convic- 
tions. 

Many details of the woman's testimony 


against me were anomalous, irrational or 
contradictory. However, under the law of 
this state, my attorney was not permitted 
to cross-examine her on her past regard- 
ing her credibility and sexual history. 
We were prevented from showing that 
she had two illegitimate children and 
had previously been under psychiatric 
care. On the other band, the judge re- 
fused to suppress the fact of my past 
convictions and criminal record. Because 
I felt that no one would believe a man 
convicted twice of murder, I chose not to 
take the stand, That was a mistake. The 
deck was stacked against me, The jury 
found me guilty and I was sentenced to 
15 to 25 years in prison and my life 
parole was revoked. 

Jt is now my firm belief that, prior to 
the arrest of the person she is accusing, 
any woman who alleges that she is the 
victim of should be compelled to 
undergo every conceivable examination 
to prove she is telling the truth. My 
full sympathy used to be with the woman 
who came forth and claimed she had been 
raped, but J have learned the hard and 
terrible lesson that a man is at the mercy 
of the woman who claims he raped her. 

Richard T. McKenna 
Canon City, Colorado 


MELLOW LADY 

Alter several years of work in the 
women's movement, I consider myself a 
mellowed women's liberationist. My first 
contact with the movement was іп con- 
sciousness-raising groups. Generally, these 
groups were supportive, positive and ex- 
citing forums in which I learned about 
other women's feelings and experiences 
and shared my own. However, the meet 


ings sometimes turned into bitching 
sessions; we had gone to talk about our- 
selves, yet would wind up talking with 


derision about men. During that time, 1 
began my man-hating stage. 

I see this stage as a necessary extreme 
for many women before they can reach 
any middle ground. One must allow hos- 
tility to surface before such feelings can 
be tempered. Unfortunately, some wom- 
en become fixated in this stage, often 
because their own anger evokes a similar 
reaction from the men with whom they 
interact, thus reinforcing the original fe- 
male resentment. Jf men would react 
with attempts at understanding, they 
might save many women from being 
longtime man-haters. 

If a man is a true believer in women's 
lib, his bel or will show it. He will 
not, for example, go to pieces if he loses 
a competitive game such as racket ball to 
a woman: His self-esteem is not threat 
ened by such an athletic defeat, A 
liberated man listens to women with the 
same courtesy and respect he shows a 
man: His reactions and evaluations are 
based on the content of what she says 
(as opposed to the contents of her bi 
A liberated man not only welcomes 
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(when he’s in the mood) sexual advances 
from his woman but also is open to her 
suggestions in bed: after all, she knows 
better than anyone what turns on her 
own body. 


My own boyfriend frankly told me th; 
the first thing about me to attract him 
was the National Organization for Wom- 
en T-shirt that 1 was wearing when we 
met, He has admitted that it was a 
turn-on. but his character and behavior 
have shown that the real turn-on was to 
the respousible, autonomous woman he 
hoped I was. I delight in trying to live 
up to such expectations 

(Name withheld by request) 
Chicago, Minois 


HEAD NURSE 

At a medical clinic recently, I stood in 
an examining room, drawers at half-mast 
while a nurse administered 
When she was done, 1 turned 
she glanced at my still exposed penis a 
smiled. She asked me to wait as she went 
to the door, locked it and came back to 
re 1 stood, immobile except for my 
quickly growing pecker. Noticing my re- 
sponse. she began ro massage my dick 
with one hand while her other began to 
stroke my balls. Then she bent forward, 
took my prick im her mouth and let 
slide a few times between her lips. With 
her hand still squeezing my balls. she 
tried to deepthroat me. It wasn't long 
before 1 shot off. Then, just as suddenly 


“I think 


and left. Best tr 


you'll be 
ment I ever had 


тр. Belg 
Thats what we like, a story 
beginning, а middle and a climax. 


with a 


CASHIERED COP 

In May 1976, while employed as a 
California police officer, 1 was arrested 
for possession and cultivation of mari- 
j I was entrapped by a police 
agent who pretended to become my gi 
friend bur was really 
cover for the Interi 
y à heavy fine 
several years probation, 1 have since 
employed at various low-paying 
d menial jobs, not being able to get 
decent work. I have lost my home, my 
savings and my car, and it looks like I'm 
screwed for life. All this in а land where 
pot smoking is supposed to be taken 
lightly and is. if youre not a police 
officer. 

I can't tell you how ma times 1 
stopped cops who were so damned drunk 
they couldn't stand up. yet we were sup- 
posed to take them home and not arrest 
them. Cops who beat their wives silly 
were just told by their supervisor to cool 
it. 1 gave years of my life to a commi 
id to my country, and now I see it 
wasn't worth a damn. 


Tm hoping that with this new Admin- 
istration. a litle enlightenment will be 
shed on the pot laws. I'd like to sce a 
program in which firsttime misdemeanor 
offenders could get their record expunged 
and go back ro living. Meanwhile, if any 
cops reading this get stoned in their off- 
duty time, watch out. my friends, you 
could get the shaft, as | did, and its 
not funny at all. Ask my parole officer. 

(Name withheld by request) 
Simi Valley, Californi 


JUSTICE AND PROPORTION 

The Pennsyl Times reports 
one local judge's sentences for а number 
of offenders, induding a couple guilty 
of corrupting young children, a hicand- 
run driver, a man convicted of aggravat- 
ed assault and a man who pleaded no 
contest 10 possession and delivery of 
marijuana. In all except one of these 
cases, the judge put the guilty parties on 
probation or granted immediate parole. 
The one exception was the marij 


“My hope is that the 
laws get tougher and the 
judges back them up. A 
life sentence is too good 

Jor the bastards.” 


offender, who was ordered to serve 111 
10 23 months in the county jail. This 
e is so out of proportion 


Erie, Pennsylvania 


RED LODGE RHUBARB 
Ie comes as no surprise to me thi 
Lake Headley is being persecuted simply 
because he is a private investigator who 
had the balls to arrest two G men 
(“Playboy Forum” Casebook: Bad Day at 
Red Lodge, February). 1 am a private in- 
vestigator and have had occasion to 
probe the activities of law-enforceme: 
officers. On many occasions, I have been 
hassled by the local police because I re- 
fused to rell them all about a surveillance 
1 was conduc 
1 was once jailed for 11 hours because 
I'd removed the front license plate on 
my car so the county mountie I was watch- 
ng wouldn't be able to run a check on 
the number through the De 

Motor Vehicles. 
(Name withheld by request) 

Flushing. New York 


You have gone too with your 
Forum" Casebook story on Lake Head- 
ley and his drug farm. Montana never 
had a drug problem Ca 


trash started migrating here. My hope 
is that the laws get tougher and the judges 
back them up. A lile sentence is too good 


hopheads selling 
pot or anything else to my kids, he won't 
have to worry about getting help from 
hotshot PLAYBOY lawyers or anyone else. 
"alilornians, go home! You 
out good old Western hospitality. 
Ralph Schetiler 
Florence, Montana 
Your letter explains everything: the 
crime these people committed is being 
from California. Right? 


OFF THE RAILS 

Га like to alert PLaynoy’s readers to 
the potential hazard of carrying mari 
juana оп Amuak trains. Amtrak security 
agents have been harassing any travelers 
they deem — suspicious-looking—long- 
haired males, persons traveling first-class 
and wearing jeans or old clothes, young 
people ng unusual amounts of Lug 
gage. Bags that are checked are examined. 
dogs are used to sniff out drugs and any- 
one found with any illegal items is turned 
over to local police. As an Amtrak em- 
ployee, 1 feel these actions are discrimin: 
tory. an invasion of privacy and morally 
wrong. 


(Name and address 
withheld by request) 
An Amtrak official told vLavwoy that 
Federal and state drug agents and their 
dogs have been boarding trains unan- 
nounced, particularly on the East Coast. 
Persons deemed suspicious ave subjected 
to questioning and search, Amtrak insists 
ils own agents do not conduct searches or 
make arrests and. in fact, that they protect 
passengers from harassment. In any case, 
a word lo the wise... . 


THE DEVIL'S WORK 

The Bible bangers among us апа 
great importance to keepiug the popula 
tion clothed, even in climates and 
ironments where it is not w: шей. 
Their reasoning, based on the story of 
Adam and Eve in the book of Genesis. 
invalid, as can be seen if we examine 
the story carefully. 

Genesis states that our fist. parents 
both naked and were пог 
med.” This. of course, is prior to the 
intervention of the serpent. Alter the set 
pent successfully tempts Adam and Е 
they hide from God and God asks them, 
“Who told thee that thou wast naked?” To 
find the meaning of this question, chi 
the circumstances. Imagine а b 
n talking to her crying son and asking 
“Who told you that you were a nigger? 
In both cases. the victim has been made 
to feel that his true worth depends on a 
abel. Nowhere does God state that man 
should be ashamed of body. 1 would 
expect God to be proud of His workm: 
ship and therefore would doubt any- 
body who tried to prove that mandatory 


h 
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"Some things in life are 
extra delicate. Like my Two 
Fingers Tequila and every wom- 
an lever knew.” 

An old desert rat and his 
wife remember Two Fingers tell- 
ing them that. 

They figured he was a 
strange dude with a name like 
Two Fingers. But he sure sold a 
macho tequila. 

"My boys and I squeeze 
this tequila out drop by drop,” 
he winked. 

And that's as far as he 
would go on details about 
making his tequila, or about 
himself for that matter. 

“Like my tequila, like me,” 
he once told a storekeeper in 
Flagstaff, Ariz. 

Two Fingers and his tequila 
made a lot of friends in the late 
30's. Folks would see his truck— 
Two Fingers gripping the wheel 
with Honey at his side—and the 


you dont woo a good 


еа БОЛ tequila overnight.” 


word would spread fast. 

“How come you deliver 
your own tequila?" It was a 
question Two Fingers was al- 
ways asked. 

“Cause I know it gets there 
just fine. And I spend a little 
time wooing Honey. Get it?” 

Oursources say Two Fingers 
made his trips north of the bor- 
der until the end of the 30's. The 
last man we could find who 
spoke to him was a retired Colo- 
rado state trooper. He helped 
Two Fingers fix a flat in the fall 
of '39 (Two Fingers gave him his 
last bottle as thanks). 

After that nota word. And 
nobody's quite sure why. 


woman 


They don’t make them like 
old Two Fingers anymore. But 
luckily forus his tequila lives on. 


POTE. imported and Bottled by Hiram Walker 
€ Sons, Inc. Peoria, IIl., San Francisco, Calif. 
Tequila. 80 Proof. Product of Mexico. 
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Start the Day 
with a Bang... 


and other no-nonsense, tell-it-like-it-is T-shirts. 
Today's the day to tell your world the way-it-is...with a T-shirt that speaks 
your mind! 

These high quality, 50% polyester/50% cotton shirts are the best T-shirt 
you can find for $4.95, or your money back. Available in S/M/L/XL men's 
Sizes, these no-nonsense T-shirts are manufactured and screened 
in the U.S. The designs are black on white shirts with colored, 
ribbed trim. 

Take advantage of this first-time offer to score big points with 
these original statements on your life-style...there's one to fit 
your every mood. 

Order right now and be one of the first with these original designs. 


4 #10018 START THE DAY WITH A BANG EXE 
^ne EG OM ALL WOMAN A p, 
#1008M I'M ALL MAN 


GERD mme #1009E ESTHER'S SCHOOL OF zd 


#900AR BARNEY'S AUTO REPAIR 
$4.95 each 
money-back [р 
guarantee 


PLAYEOY 


Make checks payable to: QUANTITY ITEM NUMBER SIZE COST TOTAL 
i Rollin’ Photo $4.95 ea. — 
1 P.O. Box 383 7 3 ӨБеа- 
Т Junction City, Oregon 97448 - $4.95 ea. 
[| = $4.95 ea. 
H $4.95 ea. 
1 add 50€ per item for postage & handling 
5 Name TOTAL AMOUNT ENCLOSED = 
П Address = or charge my [J BANKAMERICARD # — ~~ 
E су 5 [Г] MASTERCHARGE # 
! Stato SR ы Zip Expiration date _ ia E 
E Dealers inquiries invited Signature — 
L Ev 4968 Lawrence Rd., Junction Cil 


clothing was a God-given doctrine. 
The s who prate about nudity 
are constantly reinforcing the idea tha 
we should be ashamed of our physical 
selves, In so doing, they are acting as 
spiritual heirs of the serpent. 
Michael Foster Rivero 
West Covina, California 


NOTHING TO FEAR 
From time to time, letters have ap- 
d in The Playboy Forum conta 


pear 
ing disparaging references to religion or 
the Bible. There is always a suspicion 
that those who scorn the concept of God 
and divine authority are motivated by 
selfish interest, such as justification of 
their own attitudes. Karl Marx, for ex 
mple, rebelled against religion beca 
it did not support his all-consuming ded- 
ication to war, bloodshed and world cm 
slavement but taught tolerance, love and 
humility, none of which further the cause 
of violent revolution. Marx wrote, ^R. 
ligion . . . is the opium of the people; 
but he never denied the existence of God; 
in fact, he acknowledged it with the words 
“I detest all the gods! 

The antireligious fervor of the atheist 
betrays the fear that underlies it. What 
does any humble and honest person have 
to fear from God? 

Robert C. Dell 
Cleveland Heights, Ohio 


RELIGIOUS. HYSTERIA 

Around the turn of the century, scien- 
fists such as Sigmund Freud dared to 
speculate in print about the similarities 
between dogmatic religion and hysteria. 
This led to so much abuse bi 
on them that psychologists c 
speculate about the subject (at least in 
print). Nonetheless, the behavior of the 
devoutly religious continues to be a spec- 
tacle without parallel outside the loony 
bins. As I mentioned in The Playboy 
Forum of M 1974, 499820 furious 
letters were sent th r to CBS pro- 
testing the network's alleged plans to 
show X-rated movies on TV. CBS, of 
course, had no such plans, but the anti- 
sex fanatic, typically, hadn't bothered 
to find out if the rumor was true before 
going ape over 

Currently, the Federal Communica- 
ions Commission is receiving 6000 to 
7000 letters a day protesting а rumored 
decision to ban religious broadcasting. 
This has been going on for over two 
years and FCC press releases expla 
that it really isn't planning to ban rel 
gion from the airwaves have not yet 
stopped the hysterical rumors that it is. 
This, I submit, is exactly the mechanism 
that produced the medieval witch-hunts 
and other classic examples of hysteria, 


refully t 
to avoid norr 
m or 1 thought and to 
h rage or other strong emotions 


where a person not so indoctrinated 
would stop first to think. The FCC esti- 
mates that it has received 4,600,000 pro- 
test letters in this case, all based on 
unfounded (and implausible) rumor. 
Worship at the church of your choice 

this weekend, if you want to become a 
bigger fool than you are. 

James J. Hill 

Sebastopol, California 


SEX AND VIOLENCE 
Charles B. Beard seems to be having 
hard time distinguishing between erotic 
assion and lustful violence on one hand 
and dehumanized violence on the other 
(The Playboy Forum, March). He writes, 
“If pornography docs not dehumanize, 
then it must show sexuality as the op- 
posite of a dehumanizing—ie., vio- 
lent—force," So, for him, violence and 
dehumanization are the same thing. He 
goes on to say, “The blind drive for one's 
Own sensual pleasure is active, insistent 
selfishness and, therefore, a form of vio- 
lence.” Dehumanization equals violence 
equals selfish sexual passion. Q.E.D. 
Really What could be more human 
than a bunch of selfish people blindly 
pursuing their pleasure? And the li 


“What could be more 
human than a bunch of 
selfish people blindly 
pursuing their pleasure?” 


between these human drives and violence 
as old as Cain and Abel. The Marquis 
de Sade is one of the few philosophers 
who preached that the lust that leads to 
torture and murder is just as human а 
passion as the goody-goody stuff. It is 
time we learned to separate sexually 
explicit but erotic films from sexually ex- 
icit violent, sadomasochistic, antiero! 
films. Snuff films, in the Sade wadition, 
celebrate the triumph of the will. They 
revel in giving in to one's lustfully vio- 
lent nature. 

The ultimate atrocities in this world 
are committed not by people in the 
throes of violent lust but by people who 
would not lift a finger to hurt a fly. 
These are the men at the top of the pyra 
mid, powerful enough to persuade or hire. 
henchmen to do their dirty work. But it 
is always casier to wag our finger at the 
wretch who can't control his passions than 
to condemn the true dchumanizcrs, 
our world leaders. 

Tad Szulcs February PLAYBOY inter- 
view with the late, lamented Orlando 
Letelier of Chile captures the essence of 
true dehumanized violence, which h 
nothing to do with sex. Describing the 
tortures and humiliations inflicted on 


political prisoners by the Chilean army 
Letelier says, “Each soldier was watched 
by a corporal and the corporal was con- 
trolled by the lieutenant, Each man 
therefore, was trying to demonstrate, be- 
cause of fear, that he was the most vio- 
lent. If he weren't sufficiently violent, he 
could be punished, too. You see, there 
was a verücality of terror, What 
cerned them most was not to appe: 
not to appear human; 
Slavery dehumanized blacks. Nazism 
dehummized Jews. The generals dehu- 
nize the colonels, who dehumanize the 
lieutenants, on down to the privates, who 
dehumanize the enemy. We are all hu- 
man, all ying to play our part the best 
we can until we exit. 
John Kelly 
New York, New York 


con- 
т soft, 


BODY BEAUTIFUL 

As а bodybuilder, I'd like to discuss 
the effect of body building on sexual 
activity. First, exercise makes us more 
vigorous in everything we do, including 


sex. Second, by 
taking vitamins, we produce a greater 
quantity of semen. This is something I 


know from experience, Third, if we feel 
good about our bodies, we will be happy 
to let women caress them. 
It’s true that a lot of men dislike body- 
lders. Fuck them. They are envious 
because they've always dreamed of hav- 
ing big muscles but never had the will 
power to follow training. The truth is 
they feel guilty when they sce what other 
men have accomplished with bard work 
and dedica 
A lot of women like to touch big arms 
1 put their arms around a strong body 
with broad shoulders. I think а man 
should look like one and not merely like 
a woman without breasts 
Finally, 1 would like to see PLAYBOY 
interview Arnold Schwarzenegger or Joe 
Weider. 


bi 


Louis Bergeron 


Trois-Rivières, Quebec 


JUST FOR KICKS 
I met R about two years ago. We 
Ікеа a lot about our individual sexual 
ntasies and soon realized that we each 
had an interest in a mild form of bond- 
age and discipline, including sp 
which 1 loved. In time, however, 
came afraid that if I stayed with him, I 
would become his slave. 1 had never been 
dominated by anyone and I was so afraid 
of being hurt emotionally that I moved 
500 miles away. The fear of being com- 
pletely submissive was so strong that I 
pretended no other feclings existed. 
Seeing The Story of O was the tw 
point of my life. For the first time, 
understood the true meaning of total sub- 
issi and I suddenly realized t I 
sted two precious years away from 
R. Within ten days, I was back with him. 
After a t his apartment, he 
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close shave, comfortable. 


Ronson Electric Razors. 36 stainless steel blades 
cut whiskers quickly, cleanly, without pull. A micro-thin, 
flexible shaving screen allows the blades to cut closer 


to the whisker base. And, the "Super Trim" makes trim- 


ming your sideburns, mustache or beard a breeze 
Available in cord or rechargeable models. Get the 


electric razor that makes 
shaving feel comfortable. 


© 1977 Ronson Corporaron 4 


Gather the world of sound around you. 


When the country boy in your 
soul yeorns for the down- 
home refroins of banjos, fid- 
dles, and the mellow voice 
of o mountoin momo, the 
best place to go this side of 
Nashville is the world of sound 
between a poir of KOSS K/145 Sterec- 
phones. Their 


that winds between a poir of KOSS K/145's. 


le frequency response range mixes all the pickin’ 
ond swingin’ right in your head. While the volume-bolonce con- 
trols on eoch eorcup let you slide from one side of the Grand Ole 
Оргу stoge to the other. So visit your audio specialist and see 
why there's no country rood that'll toke you home like the one 


KOSS: 
stereophones 
from the people who Invented Stereophones. 
KOSS CORPORATION, 4129 М. Port Woshington Ave., Milwaukee, WI 53212 
Koss Internoticnal/London, Englond * Koss Limited/Ontario, Conado 


RONSO 


Koss K/145 


© Koss Corporation 


ordered me to go upstairs and prepare 
myself for him. I put on a black garter 
belt and stockings and laid out the beau- 
tiful leather wrist and ankle cuffs he had 
made. He came upstairs and placed them 
on me gently, then chained the wrist culls 
to a hook attached to a wooden bar on 
the ceiling. He then tenderly caressed 
and kissed every inch of my body. He 
made me spread my legs and attached 
the cuffs on my ankles to а bar that en 
sured that I couldn't put my legs to 
gether. Then he took a whip with nine 
pieces of braided leather and flogged me 
from my breasts to my kuces. It hurt, but 
from deep within came a warmth I'd 
never known. Next, he used a leather 
paddle and finally a riding crop th 
stung like a thousand bees. My enti 
body was on fire. He took me dow 


control over me. he entered my ass. The 
was unbearable at first, but the 
pleasure far exceeded anything I'd ever 
known. I still don't know how many 
orgasms I had, but each one was more 
explosive than the last. 

I now know what 1 am and where my 
head's at and that I am his slave and 
a will be. His will is my desire and 
there isn't anything I wouldn't do for 
him. I must him completely and would 
never be submissive to anyone else ex- 
cept upon his orders. I know I will be 
whipped by others, fucked by others, com- 
manded to humiliate myself in frost of 
strangers. Bur 1 will do it for К aud love 
every minute of it because I know the 
true meaning of love through submission. 

IG 
c 


arlotte, North Carolina 


FUN WITH FISTS 

The March Playboy Advisor has a 
leiter from a man who saw a fistfucking 
episode in a pornographic movie. Г 
like him to know that it happens 
life, too. At a s y. my boyfriend 
and | went into a bedroom and found 
a man fistfucking a girl. We watched 
for some time and it turned both of us 
on. That night, my boyfriend suggested 
we try it: we did, with great success. My 
boyfriend. i 
fist-fuck at least thre 
the same time, | use à vibrator on my 
dit and do I ever come! Just like а 
machine gun. 


(Name withheld by request) 
Buffalo, New York 
Gareful where you point that thing! 


“The Playboy Forum" offers the 
opportunity for an extended dialog be- 
tween readers and editors of this pub 
lication on contemporary issues. Address 
all correspondence to The Playboy Fo- 
rum, Playboy Building, 919 North Michi- 
gan Avenue, Chicago, Illinois 60611. 


aman’s shoe 


"The Hanover Shoe, Inc., Hanover, Pa. 17331 


The Bullfrog 


The prettiest one we ever saw is 
simple to recreate. Ready? Just 
splash 172 ounces of Smirnoff over 
rocks ina tall, distinctive glass. 
Then green it up with limeade (you 
can be a purist and use fresh, but 
we think frozen works as well), and 


if you're feeling creative, perch a 
lemon slice on the rim of the glass. 
Of course if you enjoyed too 

many Bullfrogs you might say, 


"ribbitt" instead of "that's pretty" and 


that's not 
desirabl em 1 mof 


leaves you breathl 


nav waver: ROBERT BLAKE 


a candid—in fact, very candid—conversation with the star of “baretta” 


In January of 1975, a brooding, com- 
batiue actor named Robert Blake made 
his debut in the title role of ABC-TV's 
“Baretta —and within four months, he'd 
nailed down the stardom that had eluded 
him throughout the course of a lifelong 
show-business career, Now in its third sea- 
son, “Bareita” differs little from the vest 
of TV's urban shoot'em-ups, save in this 
respect: Blakes violent detective ap- 
proaches his job as if he were a closet 
social worker. Baretta’s greatest pleas- 
ure—aside from thwarting the baddies and 
baiting his bosses—lies in straightening 
out the confused lives of the show's var- 
ious victims, and on most episodes, every- 


one's a victim, including the hero himself. 
Sull, Blake's bravura portrayal of this 
singular, streetwise hawkshaw won hima 
deserved first-season Emmy, and if he 
managed to skip the following year’s tele- 
vised award ceremonies, no one in the 
entertainment field was particularly sur- 
prised. It was, after all, perfectly in keep- 
ing with the ongoing legend of Robert 
Blake, Hollywood pariah. 

Arguing with producers, decking direc- 
tors, alienating his fellow actors, Blake 
has earned his reputation as a difficult 
man to work with. Now 43, he has 


w 


“In the last ten years or so, our movies 
have suddenly lost their gism, their come, 
and they don't give birth to anything. I's 
like they've lost the heart, the balls, the 
tears, the caring,” 


been a performer for more than four 
decades, during which industry executives 
have often questioned his temperament, 
but never his talent. Born Michael Gu- 
bitosi, Blake was in a family songand- 
dance leam as a tot. He broke into films 
in 1939, when he began appearing in the 
“Our Gang" series. In the mid-Forties, he 
yed Little Beaver in the “Red Ryder” 
erials and also took part in several 
features. His first, in 1943, was “Andy 
Hardy's Double Life"; in 1915, he ap- 
peared with Jack Benny in “The Horn 
Blows at Midnight” and, in 1948, he 
played the Mexican boy who sells Hum- 
phrey Bogart a newspaper in “The Treas- 
ure of the Sierra Madre.” In the Fifties 
and Sixties, Blake increasingly turned to 
TV, and when not a punk for “The FB1,” 
he was often employed in the same ca- 
pacity on a slew of sagebrush sagas, among 
them “Rawhide,” “Wagon Train,” “Bat 
Masterson,” "Laramie" and “Have Gun, 
Will Travel.” Maintaining a continuing, 
if increasingly hostile, relationship with 
the motion-picture business, Blake took 
part in such cinematic turkeys as “Revolt 
in the Big House,” “Battle Flame,” “The 
Purple Gang" and “Town Without Pity.” 
He finally hit it big in 1967, when he 


“Yea, though I walk through the valley 
of the shadow of death, 1 will fear no 
evil, ‘cause I'm the meanest motherfucker 
in the valley. I did tell one guy that I 


was gonna throw him out the window.” 


starred in the film version of Truman Ca- 
pote’s “In Cold Blood.” Stardom seemed 
to be his for the asking—but Blake, de- 
pressed by his role as executed killer Perry 
Smith, dropped out of acting for two 
years. He resurfaced in “Tell Them 
Willie Boy Is Here,” which marked the 
first of four successive box-office bombs 
in which he'd be featured. By the time 
“Baretta” went on the air, Robert Blake’s 
carcer was badly in need of a tune-up. 

To interview television's most volatile 
performer, PLAYBOY sent freclancer Law- 
rence Linderman to meet with Blake at 
Universal Studios, where he was hard 
at work filming this year’s “Baretta.” (Lin- 
derman had an assist from Karen Colai- 
anni Johnson, who posed some additional 
questions in another session.) Linderman 
reports: 

“Is always difficult to really know 
what any actor is like, because, being 
actors, they dissemble without appatent 
effort. Of course, being journalists, we try 
to see beneath all the mock self-depre- 
cation and heartfelt self-adulation, and we 
then take our best shot. On Robert Blake, 
my best shot is this: The guy’s a sentimen- 
tal pushover, a pussycat. That's not to 
intimate for even a fraction of a second 


I 
| 


CARL IRI 


“The way things are, I'm not sure that 
paranoia isn't a пісе, normal state of 
health. 1 like my vage. I like bein’ pissed 
off at all the shitty things that are. hap- 
pening. 1 hope I never lose that.” 
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that he doesn't have claws; he does and, 
when riled, he'll curl up in a ball and 
strike out fiercely at whatever's bugging 
him at the moment—and, for Blake, those 
moments continue to pop up far loo 
often. Even so, there's an endearing in- 
nocence to the guy that is, I think, at the 
heart of his finest performances. 

“In the meantime, he's pugnacious as 
hell. In his shithicker boots, he stands 
about 5'9" and weighs in around 170 
pounds. He dresses in standard Baretta 
garb—hackie hat, football jersey and 
jeans. When not in the jersey, he favors 
dark T-shirts, the better to show off 
his biceps. Blake began lifting weights 
10 beef up for the рат! of Perry Smith. At 
his peak, he could bench press 250 
pounds, which makes him strong enough 
to crush his beer cans in one hand, 

“Blake has since stopped working out 
and his exercise these days is restricted to 
viding 125-с.с. dirt bikes in the desert. The 
last time he rode a street. machine, he 
was knocked cold after he and his 650-c«. 
Triumph went flying off Mulholland 
Drive and down the side of a steep hill. 
Blake was revived by what he thought 
was blood running down his face, but 
when he opened his eyes, it turned out to 
be transmission oil—dvipping from his 
cycle, which was perched in the branches 
of a tree directly overhead. Recalling the 
incident, he told me, ‘It was like Louie 
upstairs was saying, xt time, тп gonna 
diop the motherfucker on you." That's 
when 1 quit” 

“When we began taping, it quickly 
became clear that Blake lives on an 
emotional roller coaster; there were few 
moments during our hours of conversa- 
tion when he wasn't either irate, giggling 
or deeply moved. Since he had lately 
reserved his biggest cannonballs for video 
executives (and announced in late March 
that he was leaving *Barelta when his 
contract van. out at the end of the 1977- 
1978 season in order to concentrate on 
feature films), il seemed logical to open 
the interview by asking him about his 
troubled yomance with television.” 


PLAYBOY: Judging by your frequent com- 
s about television, you seem to hi 
en to the top of an industry you truly 
detest—or is that just a pose? 
BLAKE: Ir ain't no act, but it’s nothin’ 
personal, either. 1 don’t like any instit 
tions, whether they're the Ford Motor 
Company, the Government, the Catholic 
Church—or the television industry. Tel: 
vision is one terrible, bullshit, inhuman 
world, and everybody who does a series 
on TV and cares about what he does has 
ua be unhappy on TV. The reason for 
. pardner, i as soon as you go 
on the ай, your series becomes а thing 
called product. No matter how much of 
Universal's money gets spent making 
Baretta, or how good I try to make it or 
bad it turns out, Universal gets 


how 


about the same price from ABC as it does 
lor any other show it makes. Which is 
why they tell me, “Be like The Six Mil- 
lion Dollar Man—it comes in on time, 
it's cheap and it’s no trouble. We don't 
vant your noise about quality. we don't 
give а shit about that, "cause all it doe 
cost us moncy. time and heartache.” 
PLAYBOY: How do you respond to U 
BLAKE: І can understand it. If Universal 
gets $100,000 from АВС for each episode 
of Baretta and 1 spend $420,000, they're 
in a hole. So they'll come up to me and 
sty, “Wh you fu ound for? 
Make the piece of shit for $300,000 and 
we get to pocket $100,000 to start with,” 
On the other hand, if you make a film, 
they'll say, “Gee, Jet's put all the heart we 
cm in it, because it's only one shot and 
we want to look great.” In films, you go 
through all the preparations to get laid 
and you finally get to do it, But in tele 
on, you never get laid. You keep 


“There's all kinds of bullshit 
about me goin’ around right 
now, probably because Cher 
isn’t having a baby and 
there's nothing else to 
write about.” 


luc 
per 
PLAYBOY: You've been talking as if you 
run Baretta, not merely star in it. Is that 
i ? 

BLAKE: Yeah, and it's probably due to the 
way Baretta got started. In 74, 1 signed 
a contract with Universal to make four 
IV movies, two of which would he pilots. 
I got there in the middle of the TV 


all right. but nothin’ ever hap- 


in the shit 


season and ABC was th 
nd пуй 


house 


g to figure out а way to 
impzove its ratings. A guy named Michael 
Eisner was running ABC's program de 
tment and when he found out [d 
signed with Universal, he called ‘ет and 
siid, "You got Blake under contract 


right? Put him in a midseason replace 
ment." 
Well, Universal had a defunct detec- 


tive series named Toma that had run 
on ABC, and Eisner agreed that if the 
studio could deliver me and Roy Hug- 
i аше producer—he'd go with the 
га of Toma for 
АВС told Universal to put me into a 
detective show, and that’s all there was 
it. For the next four or five weeks, I went 
‘ound town rounding up friends of mine 
to be producers, directors and writers, 
and, along with them, I invented Baretta. 
PLAYBOY: What were the people at Uni- 
while you were conducting 
your private tale 


pilot. In other words, 


BLAKE: They weren't doing jack shit. Once 
they got the АВС commitment for 12 
episodes, they didn't give a fuck wheth 
1 did a remake of Columbo or Donald 
Duck. From the day I got here, Гуе done 
everything there is to do on Baretta. The 
job fell to me because Baretta is а bastard 
child. On other successful the 
people who created ‘em stay there and 
love ‘em, baby 'em and take care of them. 
But nobody was home when I walked in, 
so me and guys like photographer Harry 
Wolf, executive producer Bernie Kowal- 
nd director Don Medford had to 
keep inventing the show as it went along. 
The first 12 shows were like an anthology 
every episode was very different from the 
previous ones, because we were reachin® 
nd findin' and fuckin’ around. Tt wasn't 
il thc following season t 
solidified into something I knew I liked. 
PLAYBOY: Didn't the Universal executives 
object to your assumption of power? 
BLAKE: Oh, sure. They had directors under 
contract that they wanted to use for the 
show, but 1 told ‘em to forget Т knew 
beuer people, and that was gonna be that 
Listen, Universal does hundreds of shows 
а year, and it’s all just so much sausage 
to them. 1 only had one shot, and it was 
gonna be my shot, so I told ‘em to get 
the fuck out of my way. 
PLAYBOY: Did they take kindly ro that? 
BLAKE: They didn't take to it at all. They 
threatened me with just about everything 
they could think of, but you gotta expect 
that when you're screwin’ around with 
ions of doll And 
there's much more money in television 
than there is in the movie industry. You'll 
find a couple of movies here and there 
that gross $10,000,000, but on a day-to- 
day basis, the millions involved in TV are 
fuckin’ astronomical. And whi 
people's that 
scratch—and. those kinds of pockets al 
ways belong to people who are success- 
ful—you're gonna come up against some 
trouble. When you go up to the 151 
floor of Un al's black tower and tell 
"em youre gonna do it your way, they're 
sittin’ there saying, “You got a total of 
16 and a half hours on the 
gonna do it your way? Listen, you'll do. 
whatever the fuck we tell you to do." 

I wasn't very fancy in answering ‘em: 
I told ‘em one of us would be goin’ out 
the fuckin’ window and that I'm pretty 
tough. 1 mean, that’s what it got down 
to. There were times wher re shoot- 
ing and they were 


shows, 


at we got it 


believe 


ars. me, 


pockets for 


d me are gonna be all over the fuckin’ 
floor and опе of us is gonna stay there— 
blood; That kind of thing went on till 
about the middle of the second s 
and, at that point, I think most of 5 
just gave up. 

PLAYBOY: How were you able to prev 


That bad language on your CB 
may not be bad language. 


It may be bad CB. 


Every CBer knows who the enemy is. Pace. Were very bluenosed about bad language. 
Static. So were doing everything 
we can to clean up the 
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BLAKE: Yea, though I walk through the 
valley of the shadow of death, I will fear 
no evil, ‘cause I'm the meanest mother- 
fucker in the valley. I did tell one guy 
on the 15th floor that I was gonna throw 
him out the window, and I threatened 
to punch people on the set more than 
onc. Every time they got dirty. I got 
dirtier. Га go on The Tonight Show 
nd tell the whole world how full of shit 
Universal was, until whenever they heard 
I was goin’ on with Johnny Carson, 
they'd get paranoid, and that's a mild 
word for it. 

But there's also 
Them p 


remember: 
"t scared. of 


this to 
ople up there a 
nothin’. Trust me: They ain't scared of 
nothin’. They have more tools, more 
weapons, more know-how and more man 
power than you could ever ima It 
just so happens that 1 was holdin’ better 
cards than they were. Baretta was a mid- 
season replacement, ABC needed it 
and Universal found itself dealin’ with 
an old, scarred war vet, not some wide- 
eyed bimpy-dimp from out of town. 
PLAYBOY: Hasn't all this merely served to 
add to your reputation as a perem 
enfant terrible? 
BLAKE: Га say that theres all kinds of 
bullshit about me goin’ around right 
now, probably because Cher isn’t 1 
а baby and there's nothing else to write 
about. I just heard a story from Samanth: 
Eggar about how 1 fuck every chick I 
work with, and she didn't hear that once, 
she heard it 40 times. Ain't that interest- 
ing? I'm the same guy I was two years 
ago, and back then, nobody even accused 
me of fucking a turtle. Hollywood used 
to be very colorful: Bogey would go to a 
restaurant and punch somebody out, but 
not too much is happenin’ right now, so 
you get all this noise about Blake's being 
undisciplined. It's all bullshit. 
PLAYBOY: Have you never punched out a 
director? 
BLAKE: Well, ye: 
a long time ago. 
PLAYBOY: What happened? 
BLAKE: He fell down. 
PLAYBOY: Thanks for the lucid explana- 
ton. Would you care ro fill us i 
the details? 
BLAKE: Sure. After he fell down, a water 
bottle landed on him. The last thing I 
remember was him lyin' there with thi 
big, fivegallon jug on his chest and 
ter splashing out onto his face and the 
guy going glug-glugglug. It happened 
on a TV show. I was playing the son of 
very old actor and he happened to be 
holdin’ everything up because he couldn’ 
remember his lines. We were so be- 
hind schedule because of him, in fact, 
that the network sent some suits down to 
the set to see what was wrong, 
they got there, this prick of a direct 
points a finger at me! I actually saw him 
do it: The network guys are yelling at 
him and hes pointing at me, so I go 


h, I hit a director once— 


on 


wi 


nd when 


right up to ‘em and say, "I'm ready to go. 
1 ain't havin’ no fuckin’ problems. I know 
my jokes and I'm ready—let's shoot, 
Well, the suits take a walk and the 
director stars. yellin’ at me, saying how 
dare I walk over to him while he's talkin 
to the executives, yadayadayada. 1 said I 
knew what he told them, and then w 
ally started yellin’ at each other, until 
something clicked in my head and I told 
him to get away from me. The best thing 
I could do was leave, so I started over to 
the door, but the guy followed me, which 
was a mistake. As T opened the stage door, 
he put his hand on my shoulder—and I 
turned around and dumped him. And 
that was the end of that. Then I got fired 
from another show because they didn't 
ike what I was doin’ and, after that, I 
wound up not working for a couple of 
so I taught acting for a living. 

à I went k to woi 


“T probably get worse 

de pressions than most 

people—but the highs 
area bitch!" 


But all this talk about me being some 
kind of monster is a load of shit. If you 
go to some of the people I've worked 
with—directors like John Huston, Lewis 
Milestone and Richard Brooks, or a pro 
ducer like Mike Frankovich— you'll. find 
out that a fairly professional, dis- 
ciplined worker. But because l'm now in 
an environment that gives rise to medi. 
осге work from mediocre people, I 
become à madman. 

PLAYBOY: In what sense? 

BLAKE: It’s like being the coach of a 
football team. If the team is shitty, the 
coach has gotta go crazy to get "em stoked 
up. And if the team is great, he lays 
back and cools it. if | bring in a writer 
I know is good and he docs shitty work 
for Baretta, 1 go crazy. If a director's no 
good, I fire him. Or try to make him 
better. I do the same thing to actors. If 
one of ‘em comes on the set and treats 
Barelta like it's just another job, he gets 
my foot up his ass. 

PLAYBOY: Do you ever think that you're 
unrealistic in terms of what you demand 
from people you hi 
BLAKE: I think I'm very realistic, and 
you'd be surprised how 99 percent of 
them people measure up to their capaci- 
ties and are pleased for having done so. 
And want to come back. Believe me, the 
problem with television has nothing to 
do with money, or time, or even the 
limitations of the people involved in it. 
TV's real limitation comes from the in- 
dustry's prevailing attitudes. It's 
could go to Detroit and find people 


ike you 


workin' on assembly lines who are ca- 
pable of building beautiful, handmade 
cars—if you were to put firecrackers up 
their asses and stoke ‘em up to their full 
potential, But it doesn't happen in 
Detroit, for much the same reason it 
doesn’t happen on television. 

At the same time, though, I think that 
the best things on TV today. like The 
Autobiography of Miss Jane Pittman and 
Harvest of Shame, are better u ny 
thing done during the Playhouse 90 
period that everyone always talks about 
The real trouble is that the chasm be. 
tween the best and the worst of TV has 
been spreading out: today, you get a lor 
worst things on the air than you used to. 
Bur the best keep gertin’ better. 
PLAYBOY: Are you sure you're not a paid 
lobbyist for the National Association of 
Broadcasters? Or do you just have very 
h hopes for television 
BLAKE: I do have great hopes for TV, and 
you probably think that's su 


of all the drivel writte 
have great hopes for humanity, for 
America, for me. I'm really а very posi 


tive person, and 90 percent of the time, 
I sce an almost unrealistic, positive side 
ol life. 

PLAYBOY: Doesn't that lead to terrible 
downers ten percent of the time? 

BLAKE: Well, 1 probably get worse de- 
pressions than most people—bur the 
highs are a bitch! But, yeah, 1 get down, 
imes it’s pretty bad. Three 
years ago, 1 wound up in а fuckin’ hos- 
the walls and askin’, 


ad зо: 


“What's the matte 
PLAYBOY: Whar was the matter? 

BLAKE: I had reached the end of a period 
of tremendous hope and energy—and tre- 
mendous mistakes that 1 made—in the 
film industry. About four years ago, I 
myself actin’ in a film called 
Electra Glide in Blue. When you give 
your blood for a film, takin’ no money 
because you believe in it, and then you 
see a release campaign filled with shit, 
well, it's kind of upsettin’. Electra Glide 
should've been released quietly and sim- 
ply, like the small film it was, and 
had the dignity of a Marty or the outrage 
of an Easy Rider, you could wust the 
audience to find out. Instead, the pro- 
ducers tried to sell the American. public 
with such horseshit that as soon as people 
walked into a theater, they had 10 be dis- 
appointed, because they were walking 
with a grudge. 

PLAYBOY: Are you referring to the heavy 
publicity build-up given to Electra 
Glide's director, James William Guercio? 
BLAKE: Right. I still have а сору of the 
movie poster in my office, and on the 
top, it says something like “America’s 
Greatest New Director!" І remember 
going over to see Electra Glide the 
night it opened in Westwood. In the 
lobby was а 12foot picture of Guercio 


PLAYBOY 


wearing jodhpurs and riding boots and 

> holdin’ a whip. That shocked even my 
2 tender soul, so you can imagine what it 
did to people in the theater, who were 
sayin’, “What kind of shit is this? 

The American people, man, they're 
A wonderful. They're not dumb and 
Эш; tancest SE they're not naive. You can't fool them 

LIQUID CAR WAX fuckin’ farmers in lowa. which is what 
most of the folks in Hollywood would 
like to believe. It doesn't work that way. 
America survives because of Towa, not 
in spite o 

Anyway, that’s the story of Electra 
Glide. My next film, Busting, was gonna 
be commercial. It was comedy, | was 
Eonna be workin' with Elliott Gould— 
who's a hell of an actor—and I needed a 
movie, if I wanted to stay in the industry. 
It was all bullshit. Busting was a bigger 
mistake than Electra Glide. 
PLAYBOY. Is that one of acting's major 
occupational hazards—picking the wrong 
film to appear in? 
BLAKE: Sure, but if you're an artist, you're 
not gonna bat a thousand anyway. 
Gogh and Modigliani had periods of 
brilliance; writers do, actors do, and so 
do directors. John Huston, for example, 
got together with Bogart and made four 
or five great films, but he also made a 
ton of shit. Orson Welles had a golden 
age and then made junk afterward. Rich- 
ard Brooks, who directed In Cold Blood, 
is very creative, but, like most of us, he's 
his own worst enemy. I love him, so I 
think I can say this: He picks the worst 
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projects to get involved in. Sometimes, 1 
want to go up to him and say, “Richard, 


what's the matter with you? You're a 
brilliant, sensitive, creative throwback’ to 
another era, and there ain't many of 
you left. What the fuck are you йот?" 
I mean, he'll go from making a great 
picture like In Cold Blood to something 
like Dollars, with Waren Beatty and 
Goldie Hawn. In the meantime, he'll 
pass up films he had first shot at, like 
The Godfather and Patton. 1 think the 
thing that affects him and me and most 
of us is that we're self-destructive and 
about half nuts; and so we do the bid- 
ding of the Devil that lives within us— 
and we wind up making trash. 

PLAYBOY: Isn't there a way to protect 
yourself from that? 

BLAKE: Hey, nobody goes into something 
thinking it’s gonna fail or wanting it to 
ail. Somehow or other, you justify what- 
the hell you're doing. Listen, I was 
ve about making Busting as 
aking Jn Cold Blood. 
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j 
New York 11377. do a play or go on television,” 1 kept 


thinkin’, No, I gotta be а novie actor. If 
Busting is the only thing in front of me 
right now, I'll do it. ГИ make it great! 
PLAYEOY: A few years ago, there was some 
your playing Cesar 
Whatever happened 


about 


film. 


publicity 
Chavez in a 
to those plans? 
BLAKE People are finally comin’ to me 
now, sayin’, let's do it. But it's old hat 
now. It's like two years ago, I was killin’ 
myself tryin’ to make a movie of a book 
called, I think, Company Man, which 
was a really flaming analysis of the 
CIA. And people were tellin’ me I was 
gonna get shot. And they started, you 
know, followin’ me around and roustin" 
my car and buggin’ my telephone and 
ali this shit. 

PLAYBOY: Who was doing that? 
BLAKE: The federales. You know, 
was 2 time, two years ago, when people 
like Mort Sahl were being banned from 
national television if the 
the CIA, even if 
derogatory sense. But the CIA is a straw 
; it's а bone thats been thrown to 
the American public and everybody takes 
poke at it. Now everybody talks about 
the CIA; even Bob Hope's makin’ jokes 
And now, somebody comes to me 


there 


would men- 


tion it wasn’t in a 


T 


about it. 


and says, “Gee, l've got this wonderful 
exposé on the CIA." 1 mean, who the 
fuck cares, you gutless bastard? Where 


were you two years 
with Cesar Chavez. His people are doir 


зо? It's the same way 


so well now, relatively, that any conui 
bution a film might make would be 
almost minimal. You'd be tryin’ to show 
everybody that you're makin’ a contribu- 
makin’ а contribution, 
you're is just 


instead of 
really, what 
kinda jackin’ off. 
PLAYBOY: Do you have a better chance of 
working some of those themes you're 
concerned about into a Baretta script 
than into an undeyeloped film project? 

BLAKE: I wanted to do something on the 
show that dealt with the My Lai theme, 
where people just do what they're told. 
They lose sight of the fact that they have 
their own consciences. So 1 devised a 
show about a motorcycle gang that was 
doin’ hits, and one of the guys comes to 
Baretta and offers to cop out. There was 
one scene with considerable sex in it, but 
valid clement about this 


tion, 


and, doin’ 


it was a 
girl in the gang who was using her body 
to further her And the net 
work said, “You can’t use this,” and “You 
can't show America that teenage motor 
cyde gangs are being hired to kill 
They missed the whole point, that it ws 
a story about the importance of respect 
ing your own conscience. They don't care 
for example. are inte 


very 


own ends. 


if sex or violence, 
ıl to the plot or gratuitous. They make 
inction at all 

пог just the studios or 
The FCC doesn't 


either. It doesn't. care 


no fuckin’ « 
And it's 


the 


саге w 


networks. 
the statement. is, 


if The Six Million Dollar Man tells 
everybody that fascism is the best form of 
life, All they care about is tits and ass and 
gunshots. They are totally irresponsible. 
PLAYBOY: Surcly, 
has its share of 
singled out by the National Citizens 
Committee for Broadcasting, which tied 
it with Baa Baa Black Sheep as the 
third most violent show on television. Do 
you think that was a fair rati 
BLAKE: I think you can take practically 
any dramatic show on television and pick 
what want out of it I was com- 
mended by the Federated Italo-Ameri- 
cans for portraying a positive image of 
Italian Americans on television. 1 have 
letters of commendation from the 
tional Association for Retarded Citizens 
for the work I've done in Baretta, thank 
their cause. 1 


you admit that Bareita 


nshots. In fact, it was 


you 


g me for helping 
wouldn't lump Baretta with Baa Baa or 
any of the shows that rely on violence 


What J think is monstrous is that kids 
watch a show like Donny & Marie, 
which is total fantasy. 105 like a June 


АПуѕоп-Уап Johnson movie, where the 
guy ain't cock. ls all plastic. 
total make-believe. And they spoon-feed 
the kids that this is Americana, which I 
think is ugly. Monstrous! 
PLAYBOY: Nevertheless. 

certed campaign being waged against vi 
olence on television. It was the subject 
of a recent Newsweek cover story, which 


got no 


there is а con. 
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quoted, among other people, Richard 
E. Palmer, president of the America 

Medical Association. Dr. Palmer said, 
“TV has been quick to raise questions of 
social responsibility with industries which 
pollute the air. In my opinion, televi- 
sion ...may be creating a more serious 
problem of air pollution," 

BLAKE: I think the A.M.A. should keep 
its dirty nose out of my business and 
clean up its own filthy back yard. 1 would 
like the head of the A.M.A. to say air 
pollution’s not as bad as airwave pollu- 

n to parents who have children who 
re dying of cancer from the smog. I 
would like him to tell that to me; E lost 
two uncles from the filth and the puke 
in the air. But the AMA. is guilty a 
thousand times over. Doctors say they'll 
find a cure for cancer. Find a prevention 
you motherfuckers! Get the poison 
out of our food and we won't have can- 
Aha, but there's no moncy in that, is 
there? There's money in cutting cancer 
out of your belly, but there's no money 

1 keeping you from getting it. 

PLAYBOY: As we recall, Б 
about violence on TV. You're a father; 
do you feel it has a bad effect on children? 
BLAKE: In my persoi opinion, no. I 
grew up on cowboy movies, in which 
people were slaughtered every weekend, 
and I found it a marvelous release. When 
I was very sick emotionally, 1 used to go 
to the Roller Derby and watch the vio- 
lence there. 

It is true that the young people of 
America are in very, very sc 
We, the citizens of this country, have put 
them in serious trouble, and we all feel 
guilty about it. But nobody wants to 
tackle the real issues, so they set up s 
men, like TV violence. 

Now, if you go into the middle of 
the Mexican. community in Bakersfield, 
where they're struggling for better wages 
under the lead of Chavez, you 
don't find young people with dope 
problems or alcohol problems, because 
they have a thing the world calls pur- 
pose. You go to the gheto, there's no 
purpose. You go to Beverly Hills High 
School, there's no purpose. And life with- 
out purpose becomes meaningless, and in 


we were tal 


»uble. 


us t 


comes dope and all the rest of it, What's 
happened to the youth of America is 
they've watched their | slaughtered 


on the streets on television and they've 
become impotent. They've been brought 
up to believe all you do is make money 
d build a boat in your back yard and 
live happily ever aft d they know 
that’s a hypocritical lie. 

But getting back to this business with 
the A.M.A. and the P-T.A. and the other 
groups that are talking about violence 

Violence on ТУ is not the 
The issue is censorship. It's 
fascism. In the old days, the McCarthy 
era, Bogart, Garfield and all of them 


people went to Washington and said, 
“Hey, you motherfuckers, you can't do 
this to us. There's a thing called free- 
dom." But now, and quote me on this 
carefully, if a young woman or a young 
man from UCLA gets a few bundred 
thousand dollars together to make a film 
that film cannot be released in / 
unless 
and hi 
E rating. s) ог 
run it anyplace without a rating: the 
theaters won't book it and the projec- 
tionists won't run it. 
it. The film can be re- 
leased; it just cannot be given a G, PG 
or R rating, which are M.P. trade- 
marks. Which means, in practice, that 
most theatcr owners will treat the film as 
if it were X-rated. 

BLAKE: But when Valenti says, “I don't 
like this movie, give n X rating 
so children won't see it," who the fuck is 
he? Who is anybody to say that? 

ll be the first to point 
t he personally does not rate any 
seven-member ratings board docs. 
BLAKE: Whoever docs it, it’s censorship. 


“Violence on TV is not 
the issue here. The issue 
is censorship. It’s fascism.” 


You must be able to have the good with 
the bad, on tele in movies, in 
magazines, books. You can't have Roots 
unless you allow The Six Million Dollar 
Man. You cannot have Harvest of Shame 
unless you allow Starsky & Hutch. If you 
destroy the one, you destroy the other. 
PLAYBOY: A few moments talking 
about your own battles with television's 
powers that be, you mentioned a show 
you wanted to do about a motorcycle 
gang. Have you been squelched on any 
other story ideas? 
BLAKE: I was gonna incorporate the snuff- 
films theme in a Baretta show, and they 
beat me on it. They used to import those 
films, where the culmination is that the 
girl is actually killed onscreen, from 
South America, but now they make ‘em 
here. 
PLAYBOY: Haven't snuff films been cx- 
posed as phony? 
BLAKE: There are a lot of real snuff filins 
around. Private films that people have 
their houses. All these freaks. You know 
where a lot of “em are? In Washington 
D.C. There are two films floating around 
the Hollywood circuit, you know, the 
coke-fiend nuts. The Manson family was 
hot unique; there are frea п the very 
high upper echelons of Beverly Hills. 
Anyway, I was gonna have Baretta go 
into the pornographicfilm world as an 
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actor and investigate all that. What I 
shoulda done was written a dummy script 
about sl flicks and made it funny that 
Baretta's gonna be in a skin flick. And. 
then, I shoulda shot what 1 wanted and. 
told them to go fuck themselves, ‘cause 
once they got $350,000 in it, what are 
they gonna do? 

PLAYBOY: For whatever reasons, you 
haven't made a feature-length film since 
Busting. Do you think that picture di 
irreparable damage to your movie career? 
BLAKE: It did as far as I was concerned, 
because when I saw it, I wondered what 
the fuck I was doing in it. I really didn’ 
intend to become part of the macho- 
homosexual film syndrome, but in Bust- 
ing, me and Gould werc like Newman 
and Redford riding off in tke sunset 
together. It made me think of that beer 
commercial that tells you to grab for all 
the gusto you can anwhile, nine 
guys are huggin’ in the back- 
ground. There's probably been 195 boy- 
meets.boy pictures in the past few years, 
and sudden, I was in one of 
them, dancing through a piece of flulf 
with a theme 25 times weaker than any- 
thing we've ever done on Baretta— 
somethin’ about dope and how we're 
gonna catch the big score when it comes 
I reject scripts like that every 
day on TV. Yet there 1 
PIAYBOY: Did you wonder "how you got 
there? 

BLAKE: Well, later, when I was lyin’ in 
that hospital bed, I figured it all out. 
For years, I'd been going downhill, 
downhill, downhill—tryin’ to hold on to 
my cgo. my dignity, my self-respect and 
my philosophy that there's hope, that 
everything's gonna turn out right. But 
nothin’ had been turnin’ out right, and 
when you go for month after month like 
that, you get like a dog that’s locked in a 
it can't go out and fight with 
other dogs or get laid or anyth 
stars hewin on its own paws and 
crackin’ up. Same with me; I found my 
self sittin’ in our back room and tellin’ 
my wile, “I'm wasted. I don't know what 
the fuck is wrong with me. I got sugar 
diabetes or a heart ck or cerebral 
palsy or something—and I'm wiggin’ out. 
Get me to a fuckin’ hospital." 

This was after Busting went down and 
after Fd lost some parts 1 nted, like 
playing Billy Rose in Funny Lady. I'd 
been going in and out of agents’ othces, 
asking them to please handle me. I was 
so gettin’ involved with shits like pub- 
licisis and making the rounds of Holly- 
wood parties When you really start 
gettin’ insecure and you get caught up 
in that brass ring of Z gotta make it, I 
gotta make it, well, if you're a chick, you 
end up runnin’ into а producer's office, 
takin’ off your clothes and sa a 
do anything.” I was the same kind of 
whore. When I looked at Busting, Y 1 
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to myself, 
get yourself a pimp 
PLAYBOY: How long were you in the 
hospital? 

BLAKE: About two weeks. I checked into 
zedars Sinai, and the first three or four 
days 1 was there, I didn't do anything. 
Then I told ‘em to check out everything 
on me that they knew how to check out. 
PLAYBOY: Did you think you were phys- 
ically 
BLAKE: No, but I wanted to get that out 
of the way so that I couldn't play games 
with myself about it. They did the whole 
thing—electrodes on my head, blood tests 
every hour for three days and look 
me up, down, over and under. When they 
got through, they told me I have the 
blood pressure of a 16-year-old boy and 
the constitution of a horse. Once that 
part of it was over, I had them take me 
off the tranquilizers and sleeping pills. 
and then I just sat there and tried to get 
to the center of myself. And I did. 

I realized І was оп an inaedible 
treadmill, One agent after another, one 
meeting after another, one thought after 
another about how I could get this or 
that p: ng to get Ray 
Stark on my side—he was the producer 
of Funny Lady—phone calls, begging, 
pleading, mancuvering. I'd gotten caught 
up in the madness of Hollywood—with- 
out any center to myself. Even before I 
got out of the hospital, I knew what I 
had to do. 

PLAYBOY: Which was? 

BLAKE: Not to let myself get caught up 
in that суде again. I was very scared 
when 1 left Cedars Sinai, but I promised 
myself there were three things I'd never 
do again. One, I would never again walk 
into any office with my hat in my hand. 
Two, I would never be professionally 
involved with agents or anybody who 
didn't want for me what 7 wanted. And, 
three, that I was gonna wo 

When I got out of the hospital, I had 
no agent, so I went to an old manager I 
knew named Jerry Levy and told him, 
“Jerry, you got two months—eight weeks, 
counting from today—to make me the 
st deal you television. You can 
either make yourself half а million dol- 
lars by pul off or nothing.” And he 
went out and did it. Three months later, 
I started shooting Barella. 

PLAYBOY: What do you think would've 
happened to you if Baretta hadn't come 
along? 

BLAKE: I would've gotten something else— 
a small part in a film that had som 
dignity, or I would've gone into theater. 
1 once did 26 weeks of The Connection 
in Los Angeles, and even though 1 have 
no love for the theater—1 get bored with 
something once I've done it—I was ready 
to go to Arizona and do boy-meets-girl. 
If that’s where they wanted me, that's 
where I would've gone. But it happened 
that Thad a good handle in the television 


“Jesus Christ, why don't you 


world. Being on the Carson show had 
put me up there in the Q ratings, which 
is a thing where interviewers ask people 
who they'd like to see on TV 

PLAYBOY: You've been on with Carson a 
great deal. Do you enjoy doing The 
Tonight Show? 

BLAKE: Oh, uh, well, there's a certain 
enjoyment in facing death, periodically. 
There's no experience I can describe to 
you that would compare with doin’ The 
Tonight Show when he's on it. It is so 
ed. and so hyped, and so up. It's like 
Broadway on opening night. There's 
nothing casual about it. And it's not a 
talk show. It's some other kind of show. 
I mcan, he has such energy, you got like 
six minutes to do your thing. And you 
benter fuckin’ do it, And you better be 
good. Or theyll go to the commercial 
after two minutes. And when they come 
back. you'll be over in the recovery room 
with Spanky there. What’s his name? 
PLAYBOY: Ed McMahon. 

BLAKE: Yeah. They are highly profes- 
sional, highly successful, highly dedicated 
people. And that’s their fuckin" thing. 
And you don't fuck with it or take it 
lightly. If you're goin’ on there to be 
funny, you beiter be fuckin’ funny, man. 
The producer, all the federales are sittin 
like six feet away from that couch. And 
they're right on top of you, man, just 
watchin’ ya. And when they go to a 
break, they get on the phone. They talk 
upstairs, they talk to—Cluist, who knows? 
They talk all over the place about how 
this person's going over, how that per- 
son’s going over. They whisper in John’s 
т. John gets on the phone and he tal 
And you're sittin’ there watchin’, think- 
in’, What, are they gonna hang some- 
body? And nobody says shit to уо! 
then the camera comes back again. 
John will ask you somethin’ else or he'll 
Say. "Our next guest is. . 
PLAYBOY: Besides your exposure on Ba- 
retta and talk shows, you're often seen on 
the tube in STP commercials. How do 
you deal with the accusation that by doing 
those endorsements, you're selling out? 
BLAKE: Nobody's ever said anything to 
me about it one way or the other. But I 
do the commercial because I think it’s а 
very good career move, because of the 
money and because I've been using the 
product myself for 30 years. Those are 
the three very simple reasons why I do i 
PLAYBOY: Jn view of the constant feuding 
among you and ABC-TV and Universal, 
do you think you made the right decision 
by going into TV rather than holding 
out for film or the theater? 
BLAKE: Yes, definitely. Doi 


the show has 


been a wonderful fuckin’ experience. It's 
my baby; I gave birth to it, it’s all mine 
and I'm proud of it. It’s put a tremen- 


dous amount of meat on my bones, and 
I feel 100 feet taller than I ever felt 
before. I've learned а ton about who and 
what I am, how to handle myself and 
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other people, how to run a 
company, how to gain people's respect. 

irs been a huge plus for me that way 
And I love the character of Baretta. 1 
fashioned it out of all the heroes I've 
ever had—Leo Gorcey, Garfield, Bogart, 
gangsters I knew as a kid, all kinds of 
crazy people, and fantasies I had when I 
was little. For instance, Ватеца has а 
saying, “My old man used to tell me, ‘If 
you can't do the time, don't do the 
cime!" As а kid, I always fantasized 
that I had a father who'd give me all 
kinds of grea ngs to live by. In real 
ity, my father didn’t give me jack shi 
but it's fun to throw things like that in. 
I's fun to have Baretta wearing the 
clothes I wea 


set and 2 


. fighting for the underdog 
and going up against the establishment. 
Most of it I believe—and Tony Baretta 
is a way for me to get it out. 
PLAYBOY: Do you have any sense of vin- 
dication about making it to the top? 
BLAKE In some very small, petty ways, 
yes. I'm not a big person in a lot of ways. 
There's some motherfuckers out there I 
told 20 years ago, “Il show you, you 
cocksuckers," and now, someplace, they're 
alive and know that 1 showed ‘cm, and, 
yeah, that means something to me. Un- 
fortunately, there’s plenty of those things 
in my life. In my bigger moments, I like 
to think that I’m not petty and that I 
don't. hold udges, but 1 know mysclf 
better than that. 

But now, I also know. 


tnow!—that if 
you've got the guts and the courage, you 
cin go on a sound stage and make a 
movie, and the fuckers can't stop you. 
I'm out from under their thumb and it 
feels great. It feels so good t 


about 
а year ago, 1 took out a full-page ad in 
the trade papers tellin’ that damn direc- 
tor William Friedkin and the rest of 
his troops to take Friedkin's picture and 
shove it up his ass 

PLAYBOY: Thal w 
to do—or was i 
BLAKE: Listen, Friedkin and his people 
all came at me about being in their 
remake of The Wages of Fear. All right; 
we have a meeting, they ask me to read 
the script, they say, "Ge 
and all that kind of shit. And then, sud 
denly, it gets very foggy and I'm being 
told, “Well, we'll let you know,” and all 
that kind of shit. So I thought about it 
and I decided to call them and tell ‘em 
to go fuck themselyes—and 1 couldn't 
get 'em 
papers, which have become Hollywood's 
new communication medium. You want 
to wish somebody happy birthday, you 
take out an ad in Variety and The Holly- 
wood Reporter. My ad to Friedkin said, 
“Put The Sorcerer where the sun never 
shines. Peace & Love, Robert Blake.” 
PLAYBOY: Doesn't the fallout you get 
from such stunts bother you? 

BLAKE: Nope. I got a line from Capote on 
my wall at home and it's a wonderful 


‘t a very nice thing 


we want you," 


the phone. So I did it in thc 


answer to your question: "The dogs 
bark, but the caravan moves on." Who- 
ever tfe dogs are that bark at me, it 
don't amount to a row of ratshit in a 
storm. Capote and I, by the way, are 
very close friends now. 

PLAYBOY: A lot of people would find that 
an unlikely combination. Do you? 

BLAKE: Not at all. See, people don't know 
me worth a shit. Truman and I have 
more in common than most people I've 
met in my life. I admire the guy, respect 
him and identify with him. In fact, in 
some ways, I consider myself very much 
like him. 

PLAYBOY: Such as? 

BLAKE: He's very much his own man. After 
inventing his own bootstraps, he pulled 
himself up by them and then took a 
piece of this fuckin’ world and bit it off 
and chewed it up and digested it. The 
guy's got balls the size of your head. He 
never takes a step back, 1 don't care 
who's standing with him toe to toe; he 
just don't take no shit from nobody 
about nothin’. And he's a genius when 
it comes to creating. Half the writers in 
the world try to write like him. 

Funny thing is, I never knew Capote 
at all during the filming of Cold Blood. 
He was totally preoccupied with what 
the picture was all about, and it was 
sort of like being around a ghost. 
PLAYBOY: What do you mean, what the 


picture was all about? Was there some 
hidden significance? 

BLAKE: It's part of an actor's job to inter- 
pret the unconscious of the author. What 
I felt Truman was really writing about 
in Cold Blood was thi erybody knows 
what a murderer is a millionth of a sec- 
ond after he pulls the trigger. But what 
is he a millionth of a second before he 
pulls the trigger? I don't think anybody 
has an answer to it It's not 2s simple as 
asking what makes a person kill or what 
the neurotic elements are that lead a 
person to become a murderer 

PLAYBOY: But don't you think murder 
has become as accepted a part of our 
national life as our annual 45,000 or so 
automob; hs? 

BLAKE: Yeah, but these things have a wa 
of going back and forth, very much like 
our attitude toward capital punishment. 
From the day Cold Blood hit the screen 
to the Gary Gilmore busines, nobody 
was executed in the United States, but 
now, the scales are turning again and 
capital punishment’s coming back. The 
same with abortion. A few years ago, 
everybody was for it. Yes! It's a woman's 
right to kill the baby if she wants to! 
Well, what about the baby's rights? Fuck 
the baby's rights! Well, what about the 
husband's rights? Doesn't he have a half 
interest in that kid? Fuck the husband’ 
rights! And just as we all start thinkin’ 
that’s the way it's gonna be, ‘cause the 


accident de; 


Supreme Court says so, all of a sudden 
re hearing a rumble of Hey, fuck the 
Supreme Court! And so now it’s turning 
again and we'll see where it goes. I guess 
that's one of the reasons we never wind 
up following a Hitler, because somehow 
or other, it all turns, sometimes for good, 
sometimes for no good. Right now, it's 
turning in favor of capital punishment, 
and I don't think that’s good at all. 
PLAYBOY: Why not? 

BLAKE: Where human beings аге con- 
cerned, I don't believe in killing at any 
time, under any circumstances. I don't 
believe in killing old folks by taking the 
tubes out of their arms and I don't 
believe in killing babies before thu 
a chance to fight back. If we bel 
there's more divinity in a human being 
than in a chi there's no circumstance 
allows for killing. Now, I can con- 
¢ of me killing somebody, but that's 
I'm a human being, not God, 
and Га hope that somebody would stop 
me from doing it. АП I'm saying is that 
it's wrong and that I feel strongly about 
it. And 1 think that's why I did Cold 
Blood. 1 went through a very sick period 
in my head afterward, because I couldn't 
get rid of it. But that was my own fault. 
Capote, I think, is still grappling with 
the whole thing. 

PLAYBOY: Do you plan to work with him 
in the future: 


to, but Capote just dips 
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in and out of the movie business occa- 
sionally, which is unfortunate. Га love 
to go up to him and George C. Scott 
and say, “Listen, you guys, we only live 
once and dead's dead and it don't come 
back again, so let's do somethin’ together 
belore they plant us." Bur the industry 
is so complicated that it probably won't 
happen, and that’s sad. It gets sadder 
when I realize there’s a lot of other 
people I'd also love to work with. 
PLAYBOY: For example? 

BLAKE: I kinda hate to pinpoint names, 
because people who aren't me 
will find a way to get шарр 
can tell ya that there are some d 
writers and actors I'm almost desperate 
to work with. I'd like to be in something 
by Frank Pierson, who wrote Dog Day 
Aflernoon. Vd like to be in a movie 
directed by Hal Ashby, who did The 
Last Detail, Shampoo and Bound for 
Glory. I get the feeling when I sce a Hal 
Ashby film that the guys got what 1 
need and that I got what he needs. And 
that he ain't really gettin’ what he needs, 
but since I got it, if we ever work to- 
gether, the fuckin’ flames will fly. I get 
the same feeling about M; Scorsese. 

Women: I want to do a film with this. 
woman Wertmuller, and I'd like to work 
with Liza Minnelli, I feel that if we 
made a picture together, it could be like 
Garfield and Lana Turner, ‘cause she's 
got some of the magic that Hollywood's 
lost. She hasn't lost it, though. Neither 
has Ashby, although he’s fuckin’ around 
with losing it. Maybe it’s my optimistic 
cocker-spaniel nature talkin’, but I always 
feel there's a pony in the horseshit sonze- 
where and I'm anxious to get out there 
and tangle ass. 

PLAYBOY: When will all this start hap- 
pening? 

BLAKE: When I get done with Baretta. 
Гус got a job to do and I'm gonna 
finish it and then move on to the next 
phase of my life—making movies. 

As far as Baretta is concerned, I'll do 
what I gotta do and get out. TV isn't 
gonna be my way of life, with me using 
that annual three-month production hia- 
to make some cightweck picce of 
shit somewhere and then come back for 
another season, I got a very strong hard- 
on to do a certain two or three films, 
and I'm gonna do 'em. And you can 
take that to the fuckin’ bank and collect 
nterest on it. 

PLAYBOY: Essentially, you direct yourself 
п Baretia. Do you plan to direct films 
as well act in them? 

BLAKE: It feels like that's a part of my 
old age. If I wanted to, right now, I could 
stick my name all over Baretta, but I've 
never taken credit for writing or direct- 
ng any of the shows. Or I could go out 
and do what I consider to be jackin’ 
off—get a Columbo, or go to Dennis 
Weaver when I've got three weeks off 
and ask him if I could direct a McCloud 


and then he could direct a Baretta, and 
we'd all live happily ever after. I don't 
wanna do that, but in the meantime, 
I'm writing and directing and sharpening 
and honing and figuring and learning— 
and I'm putting it all away, and one of 
these days, you'll see an old gray-headed 
fuck named Blake on a sound 
where, making a film with some kids. 

But ГЇЇ never direct a film that I act 
in. I've always done my best acting under 
intense creative conflict, where, if you 
have an idea for something, you've gotta 
show the director that it's better than 
his idea, or else you do it his way. Bein’ 
a producer kind of worries me, because 
when a directors working for you, it's 
very easy to say, "We'll just do it my 
way," and then you lose that magic of 
having to prove you have a better idea. 
PLAYBOY: Do you practice that kind of 
creative conflict on Baretta? 

BLAKE Sure I do. Ihe problem there is 
that I get sticks sittin’ in the fuckin" 
director’s chair; І don't even know what 
the hell their names are and I don't care. 
It’s not right to work that way, but the 


“Тт glad there were guys 
like Garfield and Bogart 
to gel their feet in the 
door and smash it open so 
that I could be here.” 


show's gotta keep rollin’. I gotta get the 
Tucker in the can, period. 

But I also know what good film mak- 
Б is like, because 1 had the wonderful 
advantage of having been around John 
Huston when he was directing his father. 
The two of them would fight like hell. 
Walter would tcll him, "You prick, 1 
don't care if youre the director—this idea 
is better," and then they'd go through 
the process of finding out which idea was 
better. When I proved to Richard Brooks 
that this was the way a scene in Cold 
Blood should go, or when he proved to 
me it should go that way, we both wound 
up knowing it was done right, 

PLAYBOY: In Hollywood, doesn't that pass 
for insurrection? 

BLAKE: No, at least not in the Hollywood 
1 know. As an actor, you gotta watch 
which directors you work with, and I 
don't wanna work with directors who 
think they know everything. Directors 
like that are punks with no scars on their 
ass; babies who wear little black vests 
and snort their little coke and say, 
know.” 

Insurrection to me is when a Barbra 
Streisand decides she's the producer and 
the director and holds all the suings and 
has a bunch of puppets doing whatever 
the fuck she says. That, to me, is going 


the wrong way with a God-given talent. 
I think that when you hire on as an 
actor, you have to say, “OK, you're 
the producer, you're the director and 
you're the writer, and I'm ready to show 
you all that I can make a contribution.” 
Film must be a collaborative effort. 
PLAYBOY: Ideally, that may be true, but 
considering that Hollywood's biggest pic- 
tures of the last decade have been pallid 
acting vehicles—from Love Story to Jaws 
to King Kong—docs all the torment and 
desire really matter? 
5 ht, cards on the table 
about my people and I'm 
glad they're makin’ films, and I'm glad 
there's an industry. And I'm glad there 
were guys like Garficld and Bogart to 
get their fect in the door and smash it 
open so that I could be here. 1 know 
tha ybe 80 percent of the films now 
done in Hollywood i i 
films—here today and gone tomorrow 


weeks and 
all 


for your kid and it lasts 
1 falls apart. We buy clothes that 
houses that - 
that fall apart. I wish I had the 
poetry to describe exactly what 1 mea 
but about all you can say is that we're 
living in a very temporary generation. 
PLAYBOY: What does that mean in terms 
of motion pictures? 

BLAKE: It's almost like you pay $3.50 to 
see a movie and while you're watching 
it, the film self-destructs; the images them- 
selves just come off the celluloid and 
disappear as the movie is being shown. 
And by the time you walk out of the 
theater, you can't even remember what 
the film was about. Movies have become 
that temporary. 

I have a very personal feeling about 
what's happened to Hollywood, because 
I grew up watching and working with 
some of the great ones, and I saw what 
they cared about. Hollywood films used 
to be permeated by a kind of universal 
quality of humanity, and they used to 
reflect wl could or should be. That 
whole thing is missing now. It was si 
there, though, through the Kennedy 
years. Hollywood was then turning out 
On the Beach and Dr. Strangelove, and 
even the lighter pictures, like the Doris 
Day-Rock Hudson comedies, were well 
made. But in the last ten years or so, our 
movies have suddenly lost their gism. 
their come, and they don't give birth to 
anything. It's like they've lost the heart, 
the balls, the tears, the caring, the Jewish 
quality they used to have. 

PLAYBOY: Do you think that might have 
to do with the film industry's being tak- 
en over by conglomerates? 

BLAKE: Thats a big part of it. When 
Hollywood was a young toy, the massive 
conglomerates weren't interested in it, so 
the fiin industry was run by some silly 
creative nuts who were considered child- 
ish by the money guys. The suits would 
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sit behind their desks and say, “Who 
the hell is Charlie Chaplin but some 
little dink who runs around making non- 
sense pictures?” 

But when movies became a big money- 
making proposition, the conglomerates 
moved in, the studios went on the stock 
exchange and producers stopped talking 
bout making movies 
about product. di output. 
growth and all that shit, instead. And 
Hollywood began to change. One result 

that movies that were made th ent 
being made now. A few months ago. 1 
saw Patton on TV, and George C. Scott 
was fuckin’ brilliant But you could 
see all the cheapness of that movie. In 
one scene, a Germ ne is being shot 
and you sce a little smoke coming out 
of the tail—and then the plane disap- 
pears behind a hill and there's a ball of 
fire. If Patton had been made 30 years 
ago, 30 planes would've crashed on 
camera. And don't think you'll ever see 
).000.000 Romans coming over the hill 
in, like in Ben Hur. The moneymen's 
tes have altered all those kinds of 
things. People who don't know their ass 
fr th Street, who made it big in 
shoes and computers and hotels, are now 
tellin’ moviemakers what films to make. 
It’s turned into a lot of crazy bullshit. 
PLAYBOY: What about actors—have they 
changed as wel 
BLAKE: I don't think human potential 
changes just because of the era it's born 
into. The new Tracys and Bogarts and 
Garfields and Bette Davises are out there; 
the problem is that they're being asked 
to give nothing. I have no quarrel with 
the talent th My quarrel is 
with the way it’s being trained and how 


dic 


* around. 


"s being minimized. Lemme tell you 
something, pardner: When it comes to 


nt counts for 
ybe one tenth of one percent, ‘cause il 


being a successful actor, ta 
m 

youre even half good, you can do acting 
with your fuckin’ left hand behind your 
back. 105 knowing how to get the gig 
that matters; who to talk to, how to 
maneuver, how to maintain yourself on 
а set—all that kind of stul. When you 
finally get down to the point where some 
body yells, “Roll ‘em!,” you're home fre 
Из the rest of the bullshit that'll kill ya 
PLAYBOY: Do you really believe acting 
that easy? 

BLAKE Well, it must be hard lor some 
people, judging by the way they talk 
about it, Its not hard for me. Whether 
it’s good or not is another question. I 
never studied at the Actors Stud 
Strasberg wouldn't let me study 
Actors Studio. 1 wanted to, but he said, 
No, you'll never be able to act—get out 
of here." Fuck him, too. 

PLAYBOY: You've probably alrcady set the 
айа Playboy Interview record lor 
telling various people to fuck off. and 
we're not through talking. Why all the 
anger? 


BLAKE: I used to think it was the result 
asshole for a father, being a 
Ш that, but I'm beginning 
ıybody around today who 
isn't pissed off is cither dead or а moron. 
The way things аге, I'm not sure that 
anger noia aren't а nice, normal 
state of I like my rage. | lik 
1 pissed off. I like lookin’ all the 
shitty things that are happening to me 
and my family and my counay. I hope 1 
never lose that. 

PLAYBOY: If it’s any comfort, your de- 
tractors believe there's not a chance in 
the world of that’s ever happeni 
BLAKE: They're probably right. 1 think if 
I ever had a barium photograph taken 
of my insides, Га probably be slopping 
off the edge of the frame with anger. Im 
lucky it’s channeled into acting, because 
I could just as well have gone into 
robbing banks. 

PLAYBOY: You indicated a few moments 
ago that you had a lot of trouble with 
your father. In what w: 
BLAKE: I prety well fucked by a 
pretty sick household. Not that every 
body doesn’t have a sad story to tell, but 
we happen to be talkin’ about me, and 
Tm not ayin’ the blues, because I beat 
my s—and fuck "em. And I'm glad 
I beat “em. But before that happened. 
when / was being beaten, it was а 
pretty shitty life. My father was a tyrant 
who'd come in at three o'clock in the 
morning and beat the shit out of me 
ise he couldn't get laid, or whatev 
ness was going on with him. My 
mother was nobody to turn to for mother 
love. for physical contact. for comfort, to 
dry your eyes or wipe your nose, that 
kind of thing. My father, meanwhile. 
never did noth much; he was on the 
WPA during the Depression and, after 
that, mostly. I supported him. Not most 
ly—entirely. 

PLAYBOY: Beginning when? 

BLAKE When I was two years old. Me 
and my brother and sistci—my parents 
were in it, too—had act called The 
Three Little Hillbillies, and 1 
ing and dancing. 1 was born 
New Jersey, and we used to play political 
outings und there. Aldermen would 
invite people to the park and give them 
hot dogs and beer and clams to get their 
votes, and pickpockets, jugglers, monkey 
acts and all ds of entertainers would 
nder through the crowd uyi 
up a buck. My father would | 
guitar and we would sing and dance. 
people would throw money. We did that 
to cat, and when there wasn't. nothin 
left to eat, we drove out to Hollywood 
in a 1928 and started doin’ our act in 
casting offices, I got to be an extra at 
MGM, workin’ mostly on the Our Gang 
series, and one day 1 caught a bri 
They had some litle asshole there who 
couldn't say his lines right, so I walked 
right up and told the director, “Shit, 1 


Nutley, 
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can do that.” And I did it. I got into 
the Our Gang thing for the last five years 
of the 15 or so that it ran, and during 
that time, I made something under $100 
plus what I got for being in some 
features. 1 worked the Our Gang series 
from the time I was five till I was ten, 
PLAYBOY: Whatever happened to the rest 
of the gang? 

BLAKE: Most of the kid actors I knew are 
dead now. from dope. or shot in half 
with shotguns. From Our Gang, Froggi 
is dead. Alfalfa gor shot and killed. 
Scotty Beckett is dead. Bobby Driscoll, 
another kid aaor, died about nine years 
ago on junk in New York. The fear that 
I could end up that way haunted me for 
years; I was positively m: 1 about 
being identified as actor. 

PLAYBOY: What kind of memories does 
that period of your life in Hollywood 
conjure up: 
BLAKE: The good parts were working with 
Garfield on. Humoresque and Bogart in 
The Treasure of the Sierra Madre, and 
also being in movies with Eddy G. 
Wallace Beery and Laurel and Hardy, A 
healthier kid would've had a fantastic 
time, but for me, it was only ат 
experience. It’s gonna be hard for 
tively healthy pers 
I'm really talking 


bout her 
almost have to be really sick and neurotic 
to know what it’s like to get up every 


ise you 


morning and spend the day beatin' the 
shit out of yourself. This may be a bad 
parallel, but if you took a kid and 
chained him to a stove for ten years, and 
then, all of a sudden, you took him out- 
side one day and gave him a bicycle, it 
wouldn't be fantastic, ‘cause he wouldn't 
be able to relate to it. But it would 
be much better than being chained to the 
stove. I felt like that all through the 
years I made the Our Gang comedies, 
and then, in the Red Ryder scries, it was 
the same thing all over again. I mean, it 
was better than going to public school 
and having them little pricks pull my 
pants off 1 me names and spit at 
me and piss in a jar and throw it at me. 
But, on the other hand, it wasn't won- 
derful. 2 nysell clear; 

PLAYBOY: It’s certainly clear that you had 
an unhappy childhood. Did things im- 
prove after you left Red Ryder's side? 
BLAKE: In some ways, ycah. When I was 
about 15, I went to Italy and France to 
do a picture with Tyrone Power and 
Orson Welles called The Black Rose. 
This ight alter World War Two had 
ended, and at that time, most people 
Europe loved all the young Gls. So 
under the guise of bein’ a sailor, I started 
fucking and learned how to di When 
I got back, I graduated from the studio 
high school—somehow, I skipped a усаг 
and got out when I was 16—and then I 
left home and never went back. 

PLAYBOY: What did you do? 

BLAKE: Oh, I stayed around Hollywood. 
I was in and out of acting. doing mostly 


TV—Roy Roger, Wild Bill Hickok 
shows, that kind of th 


I was younger, I'd always been happ 
adin’ 
pound cement bags in the freight yards, 
l used to go home and fall into bed 
and I wouldn't give a fuck whether my 
father wanted to hit me in the head or 
not. I'd just fall asleep. Anyway. 1 stayed 
around town until I was 19, and then T 
went into the Army—which turned out 
to bea fuckin" nightmare. 

PLAYBOY: What was the nightmare about? 
BLAKE: It was about two years long, that's 
what it was about. 1 was sent up to 
Alaska to be part of an experimental 
Infantry unit that was testing cold- 
weather gear for GIs in Korea; they'd 
give us new kas and stulf and tell us 
to start marching in the ice. I was crack- 
in’ up pretty good by then. One night 
in the barracks, 1 had my bayonet out 
and was tyin’ to kill six guys, and they 
finally carried me away. Another time, 
some fuckin’ lieutenant. didn’t like the 
way Га arranged my footlocker for an 


“Wanting to kill yourself is 

pretty bizarre; it may not be 
as bizarre as walking down 
the street wearing a dress 
and earrings, but ill do." 


inspection, so I picked it up and threw 
out the window. We were up on the 
third floor, aid when I looked out the 
window, the foodocker had gone all 
the way down through about 12 feet of 
snow and left a big hole. 1 told the licu- 
tenant it looked like à giant had taken a 
the snow, and I started laughin’ 
bout it. He didn’t think that was funny, 
which made me laugh even harder, ‘cause 
he didn't have no sense of humor. So 
they carried me away again. 
PLAYBOY: Where did they take you those 
times? 

BLAKE: For the bayonet number, they car- 
ied me to the captain’s office and I 
stayed there till morning, guarded by 
MPs. My C.O. put everybody through a 
Jot of paperwork and red tape to keep 
me from being court-martialed, and I was 
back in the company the next day. The 
second time was different; they put me 
in the nuthouse, 
PLAYBOY: For laugl 
locker? 

BLAKE: Yeah, well, you gotta understand 
that I cracked up: I didn't stop laugh- 


about that foot- 


ing. The whole fuckin’ world got really, 
really funny and stayed that way. I did 
1. They 
secing 


about a month in the hospi 
had me on some drugs and I beg: 
а psychiatrist for the first time. Th 


was a total asshole. They wheeled me 
around in a wheelchai nd I realized 
that if I acted straight with the guy, I'd 
get the job of pushing the other guys 
around in wheelchairs, which 1 did. 
After I got back to the company. it wasn't 
too long before I got court-martialed for 
nd sent to the stockade. 
PLAYBOY: What did you steal? 

BLAKE: Gas. We were out on maneuvers 
one night, and me and six or eight other 
guys were freezin' to death in our tent 
because we'd run out of gas for the stove. 
Meanwhile, the fuckin’ C.O.s tent had 
four gas cans outside it; you'd turn the 
gis can upside down outside the tent 
and run a hose through to the stove 
inside. Rather than freeze my ass oll, I 
stole a can of the C.O.'s gas, and we all 
stayed warm that night. The next morn- 
ing, though, some prick in our tent 
copped out on me, and I got sent to the 
stockade for three months. A priest who 
used to come by and talk to guys in the 
stockade got me out after only a month, 
and he also got me transfered to a 
Special Services unit in Anchorage. It 
was a helluva change of duty: I wrote 
and directed musicals and put officers" 
wives in the productions and then fucked. 
"em. I got out of the Army when I was 
21, and then the shit really hit the Гап. 
PLAYBOY: What was the trouble? 

BLAKE: Everything I was absolutely not 
a kid anymore, and I couidwi hide be 
hind the things that had helped me get 
through life when I was a kid—the sets 
and the studios and the Saturday n 
inces, and not having to face not geuing 
fucked. and not having to compete oi 
any chicks. A lot of childhood things that 
had sustained me were no longer there 
and I was as close to being in a living 
hell as I ever want to get. Man, this is 
so hard to explain, because if you don't 
know what it's like to sit it room for 
days on end by yourself, afraid to walk 
outside, how can you really understand 
what was happening to me? I couldn't 
do anything. 1 was afraid of everything, 
PLAYBOY: How bizarre did things get? 

y. Wanting to 
it may not 
Bizarre as walking down the street 
ng a dress and earrings, but itll 
do. 1 couldn't even get myself to go into 
a drugstore and buy a pack of razor 
blades to cut my s with. I was 
scunged. Suicide, though, was not my 
main thrust. I throw that in only as the 
end product of being totally incapable 
of coping with myself and my environ- 
ment. I hated myself, hated everything, 
felt useless and worthless, had no friends, 
no love, no career, no education, no 
parents and по tomorrows. It all added 
up to no nothing. 

PLAYBOY: That's the way you felt? 

BLAKE: That's the way it was. And that's 
when I went to the shithouse: I started 
using dope. I got fucked up with horse 
nd cocaine for a couple of years before 
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both of ‘ет became colorful or fashion- 
able, and 1 lived in a world of gangsters 
who wore pinstripe suits, guys you met in 
a sewer to make a buy. Before too long, 
I got more into their world. I'd always 
been kind of a marginal hood, and after 
I got out of the Army, I blossomed into a 
real one. I started buyin’ and sellin’ 
dope, pickin’ it up in Las Vegas and 
Mexico. 

PLAYBOY: Did you make big money as a 
dealer? 

BLAKE: I supported myself, that's all. I'd 
make $400 or $500 on a deal, and I had 
enough ro eat, sleep and have a car. I 
wasn't cool, though; I wasn't really play- 
ing the role of the dope dealer. In a way 
I'm glad it was there. ‘cause it was beter 
than suicide or some other alternative, 
but I really don't condone fucking with 
dope. I hate it and I don’t even take 
aspirin now. But in those days, there 
were no free clinics, there were no 
Synanon-type organizations, there was no 
alternative society, and the only psychi- 
atric help offered to sick people was to 
put ‘em in chains and Jock ‘em away 


PLAYBOY 


in a basement somewhere. 

PLAYBOY: Were you reluctant to try 
therapy? 

BLAKE. No. I started thinking about 


it when I was 15, and when I was in the 
Army, I read Freud and all of Karen 
Horney’s books, and then stole every 
book on psychiatry from the post library. 
When I was around 23, I went to live in 


the San Fernando Valley with a friend 
ng to acting class, and 
me to work 


who was g 
he used to bring girls lu 
on scenes. One day. а Бе 
haired асо named V Leith 
showed up at the pad, She was older 
than me g in films, and 
ile, Virginia took me to Jeff 
It was kind of a 
mber, because after 
then took me to 
iug you can do is 


Corey's 
Tea and Sympathy w 
I was in class, she 
therapy. The worst d 
force somebody into therapy when he's 
not ready for it, but Virginia knew that 
I'd tried everything and was at the end 
of my string, and one she simply 
aid to me, “Jesus, you're a perfect candi- 
ate for therapy. II work for you, 
Robert, because you're ready." And she 
took me to this guy and she was right: I 
was ready 
PLAYBOY: How long did it take you to 
come out of your tail spin? 
BLAKE: The first two years, it was mostly 
matter of trying to stop hurting myself 
and getting to the point where I had 
enough hope to develop a little self-love. 
1 remember the first monumental step 
I took in therapy. 1 remember the very 
day it happened, everything that led up 
to it and how hard it was to do, For five 
or six weeks, the head man and I had 
been discussing what, of everything I 
could think of, I'd like to be able to walk 
out of his office and do. Actually do; 
100 things like wanting to have a girlfriend 


didn't count. At first, I wanted to be 
able to go into a restaurant and cat, but 
then it narrowed down to walking into a 
store and buying a candy bar—and not 
being afraid of the person behind the 
counter. I ed to break into a cold 
sweat when I had to buy food at a grocery 
store, so I'd wait till three o'clock in the 
morning and go to the Hollywood Ranch 
Market, where I'd pick up something 
in a panic put my money down and 
then run out. 

Again, it’s hard for normal people to 
understand what that’s like, but there're 
a lot of people in the world who аге 
there and know what it’s Шке. When 1 
was finally able to go into a restaurant 
and feel like I had a right to pick up 
à menu and order a meal, Christ, it was 
like becoming a brain surgeon. I stared 
doin' that and a whole lot of other t 
in the middle of my second year of 
therapy, and comin’ into the third year, I 
was strol 1 was studyin' acting full 


“My friends are always 
tellin’ me, Relax, you got 
the job,’ but that’s difficult 
for me to do... . Psychologi- 
cally, I'm always in 
the Warsaw ghetto." 


10 col- 
nd fuckin" everything that 


time, doin’ plays, workin’, goi 
lege at night 
walked. I wa 1 
PLAYBOY: Do you ever worry that you 
ht lapse back into that state of fear? 
BLAKE Nope. Whenever 1 feel that I'm 
at the end bf the road and that I'm 
gonna be back in a hospital bed some- 
where, I just throw all my shit into my 
four-wheel-drive van and take off by 
myself Пот my family, away 
from everybody. I got a big enough en- 
gine in that van to get away from the 
fuckin’ Third Army, and I drive up into 
the Sicrras or some other mountains, and 
1 can't do it often enough. 

PLAYBOY: What do you do when you're on 
the road? 

BLAKE: I don't know; what does a yogi do 
when he's doing nothing? I might spend 
a day lyin’ on a fuckin’ rock or lookin" 
at flies, or I might hike for a couple of 
miles to some lake and go fishing. I just 
get childish and do what the fuck I 
want. It’s really not where I'm going, 
it's what I'm going away from. 

PLAYBOY: What docs your wife think 
about your cutting ou 
BLAKE She understands it. Sometimes, 
we'll go on an organized adventure with 
the troops for a day or two, but usually, 
I don't want anybody to go with me. 
PLAYBOY: Is the time you have with each 


other at a premium, now that you both 
ye careers that are going strong? 

BLAKE: Yeah, but it’s healthy, rich, fuckin" 
time, Sondra quit acting for about six 
years after the kids were born and began 


about two years аро. and she's 
doing well The only pain in the ass 
about it is that people always want to 


know if she uses a whip and a chair to 
tame the madman. If anybody wants 
to know, our marriage started out as a 
fuckin’ 14-carat disaster, but it's been all 
uphill ever since. 

PLAYBOY: Why at disaster? 

Most people we knew thought, and 
eve rightly so, that we wouldn't last 
six months. I was nuts, she was nuts, and 
we spent a lot of our time hiding from 
the world, driving around for days and 
days aud living in a іше dump. Wh 
we weren't doing that, we'd get into te 
rible, sick fights and days of torturing 
each other with a lot of unhealthy depend- 
ency; because we weren't able to | 
our own we were being consumed 
by our ne needs rather than by our 
love. I expected all the things 1 didn’t get 
as a kid from her, and all of the things 
she needed, she expected from me, and, 
indeed, I tried to give them to her. 

Sondra's childhood was probably worse 
than mine; atleast mine had an up side— 
ales, the pat on the 
т the directors. She didn't have 
those safety valves, Sondra was forced 
into ballet. As a child, she had no re- 
wards and it was just a terrible scene. 
And so there we were. At the beginni 
our marriage seemed to be based on lay- 
ers of sickness that almost smothered the 
basic thing between us: We were soul 
mates. 

But I've always been a longshot player, 
and I love a challenge. I'm terribly, 
taribly competitive. E can't walk away 
from a fight, and Гус had to give up the 
motorcycle track on weekends, because 
Id go up there and kill myself trying to 


роду else ош. My love for 
me a challenge—not the 
love 


Iso beca 
marriage, just the belief that my 
could surviv 
believed in it, th: 
of my soul and that hers 
ame. Together, 1 thought we could 
overcome all the bullshit and long odds, 
t also existed in 
iage went uphill. 

appeared twice on Ba- 
retta, Will you be making films together? 
Who do ya think we . Eli Wal 
ıe Jackson? 1 ain't never 
gonna work with Sondra again: I had 
enough of that shit. When she was on the 
show, oh, it tremendous pain in the 
ass. I couldn't concentrate on anything 
but her. Is she all right? Where is she? 
Does she have to рсе? No, thank you, I 
don't w nothin’ to do with it. Nothin’! 
PLAYBOY: At the moment, at least, you 


seem 10 be enjoying your stardom a great 
deal. Has your success in Baretta changed 
your life? 

BLAKE: Not a helluva lot. 1 know that my 
wile and kids have a few bucks, but we 
sull live in the same house I bought 
rs ago for $30,000 on а Cal-Vet loan, 
and I still do the same things I used to 
do. ГЇЇ tell ya, as I approach the point 
where 1 might be able to do what 1 
ant—make the films J want to make—I 
get more frightened about it. It's like that 
cliché about never meeting your dreams 
because they'll disappoint you. Within the 
next year or so, my situation is gonna 
get down to where Î can say, “AIL right, 
bigmouth, you've been waitin’ and culkin’ 
all this time—now do it!” 

PLAYBOY: Having thrived on being an 
outsider for so much of your life, do you 
think there's a chance you might become 
the kind of film star who bitches and 
moans about the pain and suffering 
actors must go through: 
BLAKE: In the first place, I'm still an ou 
sider. I still wake up every mornin’ 
wondering if I got the job or not. My 
friends are always tellin’ me, “Relax, vou 
got the job,” but that’s very difficult for 
me to do. 1 have the wrong kind of ego 
for TV work: I figure that if the next 
show is a bomb, everybody's gonna hate 
me and ГИ be history. Psychologically, 
I'm always in the Warsaw ghetto. 

In the second place, acting isn't sul 
fering. Orson Welles once said that 
movie set is the greatest electric tra 
you can give to anybody, and its tru 
Acting allows you to have the joys and 
privileges of fuckin’ around with your 
soul and your psyche, while most poor 
shlubs have to punch a time clock, I 
you cin imagine that you're a. litle kid 
and you're going into your Mathe 
closet—or your mother’s closet—and you 
can put on any kind of clothes and make- 
up that you want and then just go fuckin’ 
bonkers, when you get it in its proper 
context, that’s what acting's all about 

And, believe me, I don't delude myself 
into giving it more importance than it ac 
tually has. I'm very aware that the sky 
is falling and that there are people 
like Ce Chavez out there who are 
really tingling ass with the blood-and 
gut issues of this world. I never forget 
who Ché Guevara was or who Kennedy 
or Gandhi were 
ing—and where we all have to go—but 
meanwhile, I'm living my life, And I'm 
living it the way I always have. 1 always 
figured that I was an outsider, that I was 
leftfooted, that 1 heard my own drum 
mer and that I was Saturday's child— 
nd nothing has changed any of that. I 
never have been a joiner, I never have 
been a follower, I never have been a 
leader and I never will be. 1 never will 
feel like my ass is n 
either. And that’s the name of that tunc. 


nd where they were po 


ade out of candy, 


 Ковклмо CORPORATION 


NEW YORK NY а 
JEUTRAL SPIRITS 


The first name for the martini. 
The last word in gin. 


article By PETER $. GREENBERG 
freddie prided himself on living at the edge —and decided to step off 


INZ 


HEY WERE ALL THERE, crowded onto the sixth-floor intensive-care ward at UCLA hospi- 
tal: the true and false friends, the close and estranged relatives, the press agents 
ond the pretenders to intimacy. Somewhere inside it all, Freddie Prinze lay dying. 
The spectacle had all the makings of a made-for-television movie. But for 
faur dark days in late January, show business had touched down hard in the tangible 
world. There was no stunt man, no blank cartridges. The scene.could not be rewritten. 


Still, some kind of story had to be released. In the first few hours after the news 
broke, Prinze's press agent would assure callers, “At this point, we have every reason 
to believe it was an accident.” The hospital was fiooded with phone calls; half were 
fram reporters, the rest from fans ar cranks. One man called to offer a transplant, 
without specifying which organ. Nearly everyone was willing ta trade his concern for 
"the answer"—why Freddie Prinze had put a gun to his temple and pulled the trigger. 

. 


More than anyone else at the crowded deathwatch in the hospital, Maria Pruetzel 
must have prayed far a miracle. She would remember that ather miracles had occurred, 
back during those tough years in New York City. 

There had been her san's nearly fatal childhood bout with asthma. Maria had 
prayed to Oral Roberts, whom she watched often on television. Once she decided to 
write to him, telling him about Freddie's asthma. Roberts wrote back, assuring her a 
miracle was on the way. Freddie recovered. 

And there was the time in 1972, when Freddie's first real girlfriend abruptly broke 
up with him because he'd been fooling around with another girl. (What Mrs. Pruetzel 
didn't know—and Freddie did—was that the second girl was pregnant. She gave birth 
to a son, and Freddie was to agonize aver it to a few clase friends three years later.) 
Mrs. Pruetzel never admitted it, but that was the first time he'd tried to commit suicide. 
He swallowed a large quantity of tranquilizers. While they were pumping his stomach, 
Maria had gone to the neighborhood Catholic church and recited novena after novena. 
Again, Freddie recovered. 

The son of a taol and die maker, Freddie grew up on the streets, was spoiled by 
his mother, learned how to "rank out" his sidewalk adversaries ("Your mother's so old 
she shits rust") and went to ballet school. At 16, he began hanging out with musicians 
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in night clubs, snor 
cocaine and entertaining his connections 
with full fledged routines. 

His strenuous night life was beginning 
to take its toll. He stopped going to 
classes. When he did bother to show up 
at school, he'd hold court in the boys" 
room, expanding his earlier “snapping” 
approach into complete impersonations 
of Nelson Rockefeller a 

After one too many routin: 
Freddie was forced to leave h 
He saw it as a blessing in disguise, allow- 
ng him more time to devote to his 
comedy. Each night, Fred nd 
Blake, а black musician and worldly 
street person he'd met in high school, 
would head for the Improvisation and, 
later, to Catch a Rising Star, the nonpay- 
ing clubs that showcase aspiring coi 

He decided that if he were going to 
mike it, а name change was required. 
He had read an article that labeled Bob 
Hope the “King of Comedy.” He would 
be the prince . . . no, the “Prinze. 

At the Improv, Freddie became some- 
thing of a regular—as a customer. He 


g his first hits of 


and "Black Nar." as he used to call his 
best friend, went to watch, to led 
Eventually, he became a go-fer for owner 


Budd Friedman. 
Finally, after a few weeks of absorbing 
shtick, he got up the courage 10 audi- 
tion. He signed the sheet and did the 
usual amou lor Fried- 
man. Some of his jokes were weak, most 
didn’t blend well, but Friedman was 
impressed. “He had this immediate lik- 
ability, a mth, а charm," Friedman 
recalls, and he gave Prinze a chance to 
start. At the Improv, it's called working 
your way up to the majors, and Freddie 
started at the lowest rung—the 3:45- 
- stint, 
He needed to develop am identity, a 
immick. At first, he began with the prem- 
ise that he was Puerto Rican, The next 
night, he was opening his act with the 
announcement that he was a Hunga. 
r a funny line, a handle that 
both he and the audience could grasp as 
they laughed together. The third eveni 
he went too far. He expl 
was not just Hungarican but а 
Now the audience was confused. 
the show, Friedman called him le. 
“Listen, Freddie, be biethn he u- 
tioned. “Two is enough.” Prinze laughed 
bur listened. He stuck with the “Hunga 
an" approach, and it worked. 

By the time Prinze hit the prestigious 
11:15-р.м. slot, the word had spread. 
Late-night audiences crowded into the 
club, excited at the prospect of mass dis. 
y of a jor new talent. “Ees not 
mw chob," Prinze would mock his real- 
life building superintendent, Feliciano 
Dias, and the club would roar 

Freddie w one of a dozen 


of material 


After 


or so 


104 comedians who worked the place every 


night. David Brenner was another. The 
two met at the Improv in December 
1972. Brenner was there to break in new 
material. “Terrific, terrific!" Brenner 
exclaimed when Freddie walked off the 
stage. “You're probably the most natural 
performer Гуе ever seen.” 
Prinze was stunned. 

think so, Mr. Brenne 
veddie was invited to join a very special 
ity of comed ihat included 
Brenner, Jimmy Walker, Steve Landes- 


Do you really 
Before long. 


berg and Mike Р Freddie 
started spending endle: pping 
with Brenner his East Side apartment 
or with writer Chuck McCann. And he 
istened to advice. After all, he didn't 


even have a manager. 

He was working his first paying job. 
as an usher at a movie theater. He had 
most no money, so people bought him 
meals, fronted for subway tokens and 
supplied the dope. He got into the habit 
of snorting coke before and then imme- 
diately after going onstage. 

Freddie alternated between the Im- 
prov and Catch i It scemed 
to season the m He also got to 
meet more comics that way. One 
Freddie Roman, a funny comedian with 
a perpetual tan. He took an immediate 
liking to ihe kid. Roman knew where to 
find the best Jewish cooking in town. 
And the best ma 'er—his. 

David Jonas wasn't 
ious to see Prinze. He 
hands full with a steady client list of 
comics. But Roman insisted, Jonas caught 
the act and flipped. This wasn’t the Ca 
skills. И was the start of somed 
big. Roman and Jonas sat out 
lobby after the show and waited for 
^p think 1 can help you.” Jonas 
told him. “Come to my office tomorrow." 
nze was thrilled. Somconc had tak- 
y. he took the 

West. 57th 
Street. He м id Jonas lent 
him money. The ‚һе got Prinze 
booked into the New York Playboy Club. 
for the following weekend. The next 


1 interest, The next d 
subway to Jonas’ office o 
broke 


die was depressed, but Jonas was happy 
it had happened so soon in his career. 

Some weeks later, Roman nabbed him. 
to play а benefit for his sy 
750 worshipers. 1 
ing ovation. 

But Prinze had a lingering problem— 
а lack of material, In later years, it 
would be reported that he wrote his own 
routines. In fact, he wrote only half of 
them. “That's your problem,” Jonas told 
him one day, “you need more stuff." 

Freddie agreed and spent the next 
few wee working on material at the 
Improv. In the meantime, Jonas was 
planning a ble. ABC was about to 
r from its late-night line- 


gog 
hey gave him a stand- 


up. The ratings were poor against Car- 
son and there were only a few more 
shows to be taped. Jonas called Prinze 
into his office. “You got " he 
asked Freddie, He didn't wait for Prinze 
iswer. He picked up the phone and 
producer 
get you on the Pa 

Freddie laughed. 

Carman was then headquartered at 
the Plaza hotel. a block and a half from 
Jonas’ office. "Bob. Ive got this kid 
named eddie Prinze. 

Before he could finish the pitch, Car- 
man said, "Is that the kid from the Im- 
prov? They told me he’s not ready yet.” 

"Bob," Jonas begged. "I have him in 
my office right now. Why don't you let 
me bring him up to yours, it takes only 
ten minutes.” Carman invited them over. 
Prinze and Jonas were there in eight 
minutes, did the material d it clicked. 
Carman said he'd book Prinze for the 
second to last show. 

October 18, 1973. Four months after 
meeting Jonas, only ten months 2 
auditioning at the Improv, Freddie Pr 

smash on national television, 
icdman made a tape of the show 
for Jonas, and now Jonas was ready to 
run with i. He went to Craig Ten- 
nis, then the chief talent. buyer for the 
Tonight Show. Tennis wasn't even luke 
warm to the idea, but Jonas sent him 
the video tape. Seven weeks passed. Still 
no word. The tape never left its container 

Every day, Jonas would call the Coast 
and ask Tennis if he had seen the tape 
yet. And each day, he would get a polite 


stall. Instead, Tennis called Brenner. 
What do you think of Freddie Prinze? 
We saw an audition tape of his," he told 


Brenner, "and people here say he's six 
months away. 

“I think you're wrong.” Brenner ar. 
gued. “I think Freddie's ready for the 
Tonight Show tonight!” Tennis told 
Brenner that if he'd work with Prinze on 
his material he'd get him on. 

he neat day. Tennis called Jonas and 
told him Freddie had the spot. 
. 


Sometimes when 1 see myself on 

TV, it’s like, well, have I just pulled 

a big con job on America? 
FREDDIE PRINZE, 197 


Its а tradition on the Tonight Show 
that if Johnny Carson doesn't laugh the 


audiences won't laugh, either. Freddie 
was introduced and walked on to do his 
fourminute routine. As the 240th sec 
ond ticked by, the audience realized it 
had been a witness to а lare-night-tele 
vision miracle: Carson was laughing 


hysterically, Sammy Davis Jr. was liter 
ally on the floor and the Hungarican 
kid had made it on his first try. That 
ial December 6, 1973, performance on 

(continued on page 110) 
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“That’s what I like about democracy—I get the best 
of upstairs and downstairs.” 


105 


In The Spy Who Loved Me, 
the unquenchable 007, 
James Bond, again played 
by Roger Moore, joins forces 
with Russian agent Major 
Anya Asamova, portrayed by 
Barbaro Bach. Bond tem- 
pararily overlooks the 
major's abvious assets j 

(right) while trying to leorn 
the whereabouts of twa 
nuclear submarines—British 
and Russian-that have 
ту са ИШИН 


BONDED BARBARA 


WHAT WITH STARRING IN THE NEW JAMES BOND MOVIE AND EVERYTHING, 
THE BEAUTIFUL MISS BACH FINDS HERSELF PRETTY MUCH TIED UP THESE DAYS 


pictorial essay By BRUCE WILLIAMSON 


What's going on in the off- 
the-screen (and off- 
the-woll) ures below 
ond opposite? “I’m not 
sure,” says Barbara. "The 
phatagrapher just told me 
he wanted to do something 
kinky in the Bondish 

vein. Actually, the pictures оге 
nat at all related ta whot 

I da in the film." At ony 
rate, we're sure the movies 
will have Barbara all tied 
vp far some time ta come. 


WALK THROUGH the MGM commissary beside Barbara Bach Harlow, Hepburn and other fabled images have grabbed a 
and you sense immediately that you're in the right place at the quick lunch between takes—yet the commissary's jaded cli 
right time with the right girl. People don't faze easily he ses to note Barbara's passage as if she were trailing the 
one of Lotusland's historic eaterics—where Garbo, Cra and of indefinable star dust that made Hollywood what 


vford, 
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The perils of espionage can turn into plecsures, 
at least in the fertile imagination of photographer 
David Bailey, who dreamed up these pictures. The 
danger, even to a blasé Bond prototype, lies in 
forgetting that a counterspy, however attractive, is 
always capable of counterattack—turning the tables, 


not ta mention her back, on the luckless hera. 


it used to be. Matter of fact, she is James Bond's 
brand-new leading lady, co-starring with Roger 
Moore in The Spy Who Loved Me, which more or 
less adds up to playing the title role. While waiting 
for the big Bond epic to open with a splash this 
sumuner, she has been biding her time, as а luscious, 
uely Bondian secret agent in a TV pilot film 
ued The Mask of Alexander. 

Diligently attacking her fruit salad, Ba 
seemingly oblivious to the fact that every 
the room is ogling her. Oncamera, 15 or 20 minutes 
earlier, she had stepped through a doud of smoke in 
a blasted-out brick wall, taken careful aim and shot 
Lloyd Nolan in the I didn’t enjoy that,” she 
remarks pleasantly, with an undertone of stiff con- 
viction. “I don't like firearms." 

Nevertheless, while making the Bond film—a six- 
month gig that took her from London to Egypt and 
Sardinia—she was armed to the tecth. “They taught 
ine a bit of karate and how to handle a gun." They 
also subjected her to a series of hairbreadth escapes 
that make The Perils of Pauline sound like sissy 
stuff. Aboard a train, she (concluded on page 218) 
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PRINZE ron poser 


“Three hours after the first test for ‘Chico; Jonas burst into 
Freddie's hotel room. He found him snorting cocaine.” 


the Carson show was tantamount to a 
Puerto Rican “Rocky” taking the middle- 
weight comedy title. Carson actually in- 
vited 18-year-old Freddie to join the other 
guests—the first debuting comic in years 
to make it to the couch, 

Elsewhere in Los Angeles that night, 
producer James Komack was laboring 
over a series pilot he was proposing at 
NBC—something called Chico and the 
Man, a weekly half-hour show about the 
love-hate relationship between a cranky 
old Anglo garage owner in an East Los 
Angeles barrio and his young Latino 
mechanic. Komack had already sigued 
the veteran actor Jack Albertson, but he 
hadn't cast the chicano. 

Komack and the network wanted stage 
actor José Perez to play the part, but 
Perez had other commitments. Then 
someone told Komack about Prinze. He 
looked right, even if he was a bit over- 
weight. Komack had missed that partic- 
ular Tonight Show but asked to see the 
tape. He called Jonas immediately. 

Freddie returned to California on Jan- 
uary 8, 1974. Komack tested him the 
next day along with four other actors. 
Komack fell in love with Freddie, But 
NBC didn't. It insisted on further tests— 
in Canada, where Albertson was work- 
ing. When it was ready for the test, 
Freddie hadn't shown. No one could 
find him. The two other actors had been 
up since early that morning. It was now 
11:30. Incredibly, Prinze had overslept. 
Котаск finally knocked on his door loud 
enough to get Freddie out of bed. 

Jonas asked if Komack would test 
Freddie first, since he had booked him 
for a $125 job that night. Komack agreed, 
and the tests, video-taped in a Toronto 
garage, took place. 

‘Three hours later, Jonas was rushing 
to catch a return plane to New York 
when he burst into Freddie's hotel room. 
He found him snorting cocaine. 

“What the hell are you doing?” Jonas 
asked. 

"What the hell do you think it is?" 
Prinze laughed. "Wanna blow?” 

Jonas shook his head. 

“Oh, you're just an old cocksucker who 
won't turn on h me,” Freddie taunted. 

"No, Freddie, I'm not,” Jonas said 
quietly. “I just don't want to see you 
destroy yourself.” 

‘That day, Freddie told him that he was 
taking Quaaludes as well. They were 
downers, he told Jonas. “I really practice 


| 110 relaxation," he laughed, “and they help." 


Later that week, Freddie was told he'd 
gotten the job—he would be Chico. 


D 

Freddie knew only two people in Los 
Angeles: Komack and Alan Bursky, a 
young, ambitious kid comic he had met 
while they were both performing at 
Catch a Rising Star. It was only Freddie's 
third trip to California and the idea of 
going there to live sent him into culture 
shock. Komack had invited Freddie to 
with him at his rambling Span- 
ansion in Beverly Hills. With- 
in two hours of his a d at Komack's 
home with two suitcases in hand, Freddie 
had disappeared. 

“I didn't want to hurt your feelings,” 
Freddie explained, when he reappeared 
the next morning. “It was just that the 
bedroom you put me in was the size of 
the apartment I grew up in. 

Instead, Freddie moved into Bursky's 
small apartment near Hollywood Boule- 
vard. Bursky slept on a foldaway bed in 
the living room; Freddie got the bedroom. 
They divided the $190 monthly rent. 

In Los Angeles, Freddie renewed his. 
friendship with Brenner and got to know 
another comedian he'd met briefly be- 
fore: Richard Pryor. Pryor had recog- 
nized Freddie's talent early, when Prinze 
had played at Mister Kelly's in Chicago, 
and had proposed to his manager, Ron 
DeBlasio, that Freddie be given all the 
help possible. "He's young and he needs 
to be wised up," Pryor said. "He doesn’t 
know how to play Whitey's game ye 

More than once, DeBlasio and Freddie 
talked about his career plans, but Fred- 
die remained committed to Tonas. Future 
arrangements were tabled, In any case, 
there was a series to be produced. 

Komack and three writers had put to- 
gether the first Chico pilot. Freddie was 
not an accomplished actor, so Komack 
incorporated many of the lines from 
Freddie's club routines ("Not my chob,” 
“Sixty-four Cheby with pom-poms") to 
make it stronger. 

But there were problems. Throughout 
the week, during rehearsals, Prinze wasn't. 
funny. He brooded and didn’t work well 
with the other actors. By the day the 
pilot was to be shot, Komack and Albert- 
son were convinced it would be a bust. 
Komack picked Freddie up and took him 
for a haircut. “Freddie,” he said on the 
way to the barber, "I have something 
to tell you. All the guys in the studio 
were sitting in the bar yesterday saying 
that you weren't gonna make it.” 


Freddie spun around in the car seat. 
“Oh, yeah? Wait till the bell rings. I'll 
show 'em." 

At the first run-through, he was so 
stunning he stopped the show cold. His 
performance was so strong that Albert- 
son couldn't work. Komack huddled in 
the dressing room with Albertson. 

“What happened?” Albertson asked. 

“I don't know, Jack," Komack said. 
“The kid just exploded. 

"Lots of kids in the audience out 
there," Albertson observed. 

"Don't worry, Jack," Komack said. “At 
cight o'clock we'll get the adults, and 
then it will be your audience; you'll get 
your laughs." 

At eight o'clock, they went out to work 
and Freddie was twice as good as he 
was during the first taping. "Alter the 
second show,” Komack recalls, “Peter 
Baldwin [the director] came down and 
said to me, ‘Could you ask them to sit 
still? We're going to have to do it all 
over again.’ That's how incredible Fred- 
die was. There was no one else on the 
screen. None of us had ever encountered 
a kid like this before. We finally decided 
we had to tape it all one more time, so 
that the other actors could come up to 
the standard that Freddie Prinze set.” 

The pilot was a walkaway—an imme- 
diate sale, Five wecks after the new 
season began, Chico became the num- 
ber-one show in the country. 

. 


Hollywood is one big whore. It 
breeds decadence. 
— FREDDIE PRINZE, 1975 


At Bursky's apartment, Freddie's social 
life was picking up. To say the least. It 
was no longer a question of how to get 
laid—it was whom to choose. Women 
were calling him. After dating dozens of 
starlets, he seriously dated Pam Grier for 
a few months, Raquel Welch called him 
in his dressing room once just to meet 
him. He remembered secing her onscreen 
in One Million Years B.C, when he was 
working as an usher just a year earlier. 
He began going to the A parties, snort- 
ing the finest cocaine. 

“Hey, Freddie,” Brenner cautioned him 
during one of their many L.A.-to-Ncw 
York telephone calls, "you can go crazy 
out there. When a person smiles at you, 
it doesn't mean he likes you, In Cali- 
fornia, he may be smiling because he's 
figuring what he can get from you." 

lt wasn't Brenners warnings but 
dope that made Freddie's mistrust of 
people begin to grow. As his consump- 
tion of Quaaludes increased, he went on 
a hiring binge. Brenner was in Los 
Angeles, doing the Dinab Shore show 
one day, when Freddie popped 
dressing room. They hadn' 
other in six months and Freddie now 

(continued on page 202) 


fiction By ROBERT Е. YOUNG = He used to 
take Dute to the bathroom with him and they'd have long. 
conversations behind the locked door—conyersations*his 
mother sometimes overheard and reprimanded him for be- 
cadse she thought е talking to himself. Sometimes he 
would take Düte to §choOl,ybut not very often, because it 
was too risky. Thëu Wer kids: th got the wrong im- 
pression, just as hiSupother иса on, page, 116) 


"EST KF 
CC жи. 


CURT GENTRY, co-author ("Hel- 


ter Skelter”) 

It's hard to believe what has happened. 
Everything good that could happen to а 
book happened to Helter Skelter. It sold 
200,000 in trade and 200,000 in book 
dub, at ten dollars, and 6,000,000 in pa- 
per at $1.95. Then there was the four- 


hour television show based on the book, 
and for that we got a sizable amount. 

1 bought a mansion. It was built by 
people who owned a hardwood company. 
The floors are teak, the walls are rose- 
wood, the banisters and everything are 
walnut and all the closets are cedar lined. 
Irs a very beautiful wood house and 
something that I've always wanted. 

I gave up my '65 Ford for a new Mer- 
cedes. The '65 Ford I gave to my broth- 
er's girlfriend. 

One important thing moncy has done 
for me is to enable me to do more trav- 
eling and devote more time to research- 
ing book. 

Helter Skelter was contracted original- 
ly with Pumam's, and after I'd gone 
through the advance and was nearly three 
years into the book. Putnam's turned it 
down, because to them, the Manson case 
was no longer topical. W. W. Norton 
picked it up and their enthusiasm charged 
me during the last phase of the writing 
The next thing, the Book-of-the-Month 
Club took it and we were on our way. 

As it unfolded, the whole thing was 
kind of unreal to me. It still is. In selling 
the paperback rights, we were thinking 
in terms—really high terms—of getting 
$250,000. At the final bidding, Bantam 

112 bid $771,000. Things like that—if you've 


never had any money—are unreal. You 
actually pinch yourself, ho] you 
haven't hallucinated the whole thing. 

One thing I thought а lot about when 
I came into more money than I'd ever 
dreamed of having was that I would just 
lie ү and play with it, їп а sense: man- 
do something here and 
dis with it, and stop writing altogeth- 
er. But my work habits are too strong. I 
knew my work habits were very strong 
when I went to Hawaii recently for two 
weeks on my honeymoon: After the first 
week, I was itching to get away from 
there and back to the typewriter. 


TELLY SAVALAS, actor 


I spend my money, baby. That's no 
bullshit; I spend every penny of it. Suc- 
cess in this business comes and goes, and 
I know I ain't gonna be on top for- 
ever, so I'm having a good time while 
I'm her 

As a kid, 1 was rich one day and the 
next day my brothers and I were out in 
the street with shoeshine boxes, Then we 
got rich again and poor again. So I see 
ups and downs and don't trust any of it. 
So I'm ha good time, I'm not sock- 
ing any away. I'm spending all of it. 

What on? Same thing as always. Fm 
spending expeditiously. Nothing bizarre, 
nothing mad. 1 spend to help other 
people. People who are down. That's 
the only way, baby. Help other pcople. 

Oh, yeah: I bought a horse. Paid $3000 
for the horse and, so far, he has won ex- 
actly a half million. Some investment, 
huh? 

Oh, yeah: Me and Howard Koch, my 
buddy, are going to build a private club, 


with an exclusive membership. You gotta 
own horses to get in. This dub is going 
to be so exclusive that I don't think 
Howard and I are gonna let ourselves 
become members; that's how exclusive 
ifs gonna be. The whole thing is on 
paper now, and from what I can see, it'll 
probably be on paper forever; that’s how 
the project is going. 


NOLAN BUSHNELL, creator of 
Pong and other video-electronic de- 
vices (see "On the Scene," page 
255), and chairman of the board 
of Atari, Inc. 

The only really bizarre thing I've done 
with my money is develop a game collec- 
tion in my house—like, old board games, 
old pinball machines. I've got one that 
dates back to 1906, pre-coin machine. 
We've set aside a room for games and the 
collection is growing all the time. 

Being successful is kind of dull, in 
ways, once you get there. The major 
change in my life is that, basically, I have 
less time to enjoy myself. Before develop- 
ing Pong and creating this company, I 
was a $1000-a-month engineer and all I 
ever wanted to do was get together a 
quarter of a million someday, invest it 
and be a bum, traveling around the rest 
of my life. Well, now I've got lots more 
than a quarter of a million and I'm able 
to accomplish what I always thought I 
wanted, but now I've decided against i 
It turned out that my work was just 
too much fun. I work 12, 14 hours a day 
and it’s a real challenge: a lot of inter- 
esting people, interesting things to do, 
making decisions that can really make 
things happen. I love it. 


Am I spending much money? Well, 
it’s not casy to spend a lot of money. I 
mean, what do you do with money? I've 
got my own boat—an Ericson 41—I 
own a house, I own a 72 Buick station 
wagon and a '70 Volkswagen convertible. 
That's about no chauffeurs, no serv- 
ants of any kind. Most of my money is 
tied up with the company, but I do like 
to play the market a little. 

‘The thing that amazes me is just how 
really few things there are to spend your 
money on. I find that I get lots of enjoy- 
ment out of a good stereo; that’s some- 
thing you can have fun with. I bought a 
motorcycle; that’s something you can 
haye fun with. I bought a boat; that's 
something you can have fun with. But 
other than that, you know—wh there? 
I don't consider collecting Oriental art 
fun, Maybe some people get off on it and 
it is something you can spend money on— 
but I don't think it's any fun at all. 

I like the idea of running a company, 
a business, a manufacturing concern. 
That's what I enjoy most out of my suc- 
cess, But ll tell you one other thing I've 
always wanted to do—and it's something 
unique—and that is to design and build 
my own amusement park. It’s only in the 
planning stages of my mind right now, 
but thats a project, as far as I'm con- 
cerned, that would be an awful Iot of fun. 


JIM MITCHELL (The Mitchell 
Brothers), porno-film maker 

We were students when we got into 
porno, hippies in the Haight-Ashbury, 
and we've grossed maybe $20,000,000. So 
we've seen a lot of money come by. Some 


heres what these folks did with their bundle 


of it sticks, yeah, but we've always had 
a pretty modest lifestyle—a regular apart- 
ment, a regular car. You get some money, 
some things change. Every day is a litle 
different. Let's see: І got а '69 Ford van 
and an old motorcycle and a little 20-foot 
sailboat, and our living quarters are, you 
know, ordinary. We went through a few 
things: bought a house, got married, 
spent a lot of moncy, divorced the old 
lady, threw her out, you know, sold the 
house, and right now I live under a rock, 
pretty quiet; I mean, nothin’ that would 
make a great Playboy Philosophy story. 
We've kept the money movin’, kept it 
in circulation, we got, like, a big opera- 
tion, lots of employees, a big nut. Lots of 
legal cases; we've donated a lot of money 
to judges, bailiffs, courtrooms and po- 
lice. I'll tell you: We've been under the 
gun constantly, we fight daily in court, 
we've spent millions, It never stops. I've 
been in and out of the shithouse many, 
many times. Sce, we got into this to make 
a buck and our motivating factor has 
been trying to make a li 


ing. 


a 


JOHNNY MILLER, golfer 


As far as the monetary, I've always been 
taken care of fairly well. If I had one 
hang-up in the past, I dreamed of owning 
fancy cars. I used to have "56 Chevies and 
that type of stuff, and they were fast cars 
but nothing like I have now. Obviously, 
now I have the money to do most any- 
thing, and Гуе always loved cars, so I have 
a lot of cars: a Mercedes, a Porsche з 
Ford Pantera, а jeep, a station 
nd a BMW. In other words, I'm 
sort of a car nut. 

I've always wanted а nice home for my 
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family, so now 1 have a very big, expen- 
ive home that I just built. The house is 
y expensive investment, like a half 
lion dollars; that's a lot of moncy. It's 
at Silverado. I had a small condo there, 
then a larger condo, then I built the 
house. 

One thing I've always wanted is a spe 
cial room all my own, and I've got it 
now. It's a big trophy room with Brui 
wick's best table in the middle, and it's 
all done in sort of Scottish-tweed colors: 
the rugs and stuff are made with Scottish 
tweeds. The curtains are done that way, 
too, and it’s all done in hardwood floors. 
It's sort of my room. The only trophies 
in there are the ones I've won since I 
turned pro. My parents have the others 

The other thing I dreamed of was 
going all over the place on fishing trips. 
I'm a nut on fishing and now I'm able to 
take any exotictype trip I want. So I've 
fished Canada, Scotland, New Zealand, 
Montana and Mexico. And next I'm 
going on a trip to Florida for black bass. 
Right after I finish my next tournament. 


m 


WILLIAM PETER BLATTY, 
author-screenwriter ("The Exorcist") 

Although I wrote my first book in 1959 
and my first movie in 1960, there's no 
doubt that I never realized how obscure 
I was until I wrote The Exorcist. Every- 


one assumed it was my first book. When 
I was writing screenplays and scripts like 
A Shot in the Dark and John Goldfarb, I 
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was making big money by my previous 
standards. What I made with those 
scripts was big money, by God, compared 
with what I used to make as director of 
publidty at USC, which was $7750 a 
year. To go from that to The Exorcist 
was astronomical. 

When I got that big moncy all at 
once, I immediately began to wonder 
who was going to take it away from me 
and when it was going to be taken. You 
find your personality doesn't change 
much, but there are lapses; all of a sud- 
den, it dawns on you that you have 
money; you say to yourself: It happened. 
I mean, if I'm sitting down and the 
thought comes to me, I have to stand 
up and I look at it from a distance, and 
then I say to myself: My God! I'm a 
millionaire! 

So what I do with my money is put it 
in the sock; I'm always looking over my 
shoulder. I put some into scholarships, 
because that is how I got to go to college. 

Nothing too bizare. I did invest in a 
restaurant in І.А. called The Palm. You 
know, a writer's dream is always of hav- 
ing a general store, the kind of place that 
would bring in an income of some kind, 
so that one day, if he wanted to, he could 
quit writing. I guess it was just a reflex; 
I had to have my general store. Our 
place is related to the Palm restaurant 
in New York, the famous one that's been 
there about 50 years. Ours is successful, 
too, thank God. I go in there pretty 
often, I like the food a lot; maybe that 
was my motivation, 

I've got a nice house; a nice home 
means a lot to someone who used to get 
evicted every three months. To have a 
home, a piece of property of your own, 
makes you feel very good. As long as you 
don't have an carthquake. Sce, rich or 
poor, there's always something coming 
up on you. 


GARY DAHL, Pet Rock creator 
Before I hit, I was making exactly 24 
thou a year as a creative director in an 
advertising agency. I always dreamed I'd 
make big money someday and I alwa 
knew it would happen. 1 didn't know 
how, but I knew it would. I had this 
inclination that someday it would happen 


and I just kept pursuing these little avc- 
nues. I hit it From Octo- 
ber first to December 31, we made about 
$1,800,000. Out of that, I probably 
cleared a litte less than a mill. Whatever. 
happens when the IRS finishes with me is 
anybody's guess; I'll have to make an- 
other mill this year just to stay afloat. 

My wife and I were living in a litle 
cabin in the Santa Cruz hills and we 
started the Pet Rock thing as sort of a 
mom-and-pop venture: she writing out 
orders and 1 on my lunch hour going 
down to the warehouse and sticking sh 
ping labels on cartons. We were working 
literally out of an 800-square-foot cabin. I 
knew we had a damn good product, but 
I had no idea it would get that big. I 
thought we'd sell maybe 100,000 units 
overall. We were pricing them at four 
dollars retail, selling them for two dollars 
to wholesalers, and our cost for an in- 
dividual unit was—ha-ha-ha—two bits. 
We sold somewhere around 1,000,000 of 
them. 

It wasn't the rocks so much as the book 
that went with them. I'm a fairly good 
comedy writer, so the whole crux of the 
product was a 36-page little mini-training 
manual. What I did, really, I wasn’t sell- 
ing rocks, I created a new way to sell 
books. I packaged a book with a prop in 
it. Fads come and go, so I'm saving what 
I got out of this; I'm just stashin' it here 
ad there —ha-ha-ha—find a little oil, 
find a little gas, this and that, trying to 
shelter it I'm not gonna spend it out; 
that’s nonsense. I worked. You know, I’m 
gonna be 40 years old this year and I've 
paid my dues and I'm not gonna let this 
go by the boards. 

New purchases? Well, shoot, I bought 
а Mercedes 450 SL and a new house that 
has a swimming pool that's bigger than 
the old house. And a big change in my 
life is that I get an awful lot of mail now. 
I get letters from people who want me to 
give them $40,000 so they can start a 
children’s day-care center, you know, a 
lot of weird shit like that. 

Well, 1 bought my own saloon. Damn 

ight. I always wanted to own my own 
bar, and by God, that’s the first thing 1 
did, and now I got a place to sit and 
think of new ideas. That's where I got 
the idea of Pet Rocks, you know, one day 
sitting on a stool іп a bar. 

So now I got my own saloon. I bought 
a local pub in Los Gatos and I'm gonna 
rebuild it and call it Carry Nation's. She 
was the old broad who started the whole 
tempcrance movement, and I figured it's 
a great paradox for a bar to be called 
that. 

I won't work in there. ТЇЇ probably be 
the cheerleader, but I don't think I'll be 
tending bar or anything. 1 bought an ex- 
isting local joint that is just the pits, but 


its got to be the greatest location in 
town, and I picked it up real cheap and 
I'm gonna dump probably 100 grand into 
it and open up a show place. 

Even though I've got a couple more 
products scheduled, I don't have any 
ге to make money the 
rest of my life. Like, it’s not a big thing 
with me. I got all I need right now to be 
happy. I'm just real happy, real calm; 
the bills are gettin’ paid. I got my saloot 
The Pet Rock was a windfall, but the 
saloon was my lifelong dream. 


MARILYN CHAMBERS, porno- 
film queen 

Before I came into any big money, 
before I was famous, I a high school 
student who modeling on the side, 
so, I mean, І had an income, but it was 
small compared with what I have now. I 
always dreamed that if I ever got rich, I'd 
buy a Е i and a yacht and all sorts of 
things, but what really happened is 
that I'm investing it wisely; my moncy is 
n care of for me. Its the type of thing 
where my money is put to good use, it's 
kind of being saved, so I'm not into spend 
ing it like crazy. I'm on an allowance and 
I really haven't made any mad-money 
purchases. I'm just going along. Well, 
yeah, I got a really big house, God, I don't 
know how many rooms—about 20. It's in 
Beverly Hills. And I have another house 
in northern Nevada, like, you know, 
around Lake Tahoe. 

Га rather not say how much money 
I've got. It's up there pretty far. My 
style, well, I'm sort of a very carthy 
person: 1 like plants and cooking and 
things like that. Like cooking lasagna. I 
ave an interest in animals and 1 have 
cats and dogs and things like that. I'm 
going to buy my cat a guinea pig; I don't 
think those guinea pigs bite, so they won't 
fight. I'm hoping they'll get along. 

Since becoming famous, the craziest, 
zaniest thing that’s happened to me is I 
got my shirt ripped off me in Sacramento. 
I was doing a theater appearance and the 
lans were really going crazy, and they 
just ripped the shirt off me, so 1 was walk- 
ing around with no shirt on. I mean, it 


wasn't a publicity stunt, it was just for 
real. It’s crazy as hell having lots of fame 
and money, I'm telling you the truth 


RICHARD THOMAS, 
(John Boy in “The Waltons”) 

You have to understand that there's 
money and there's money. Yeah, I've 
be doing a TV series and have made a 
lot of money, but, I mean, there are 
people in this town who could eat scrics 
actors for breakfast. I'm talking about 
hig, big money. 

What do I do with my bread? Well, I 
found that the more money you make, 
the more things you want. But, basical- 
ly, being a house guy and not much more, 
I've never had any real goals about when 
I'd have money. Just getting a nice house, 
a beautiful house, was enough for me. So 
I got it. It's a beauty, not a big, glamor- 
ous house or anything—about ten, twelv 
rooms—an old Spanish house in an older 
part of town. 

I like wine very much, so I put a wine 
cellar in the house. I mean, I enjoy wine 
enormously, and I've been collecting for 
about a year and a half; there must be 
close to 1000 boules down there. I have 
some 1894 madeira, which is absolutely 
wonderful, and some awfully good Bur- 
gundy and some super Bordeaux. A nice 
selection all the way around. 


actor 


DENNIS ROBERTS, founder of 
Optique Boutique, the fastest-grow- 
ing chain of eyeglass shops in 
the world 


^ couple of years back, when 1 wi 
I was grinding lenses in an optica 
boratory for 80 bucks a week. I wasn't 
pleased; I was disgusted with what I saw 
happening in this country in relation to 
eyeglasses. Lets just say the work I saw 
being done in eyeglasses was not up to 
my standards. So I just left and said I'm 
gonna do my own glasses, make my own 
personal glasses based on my ability: the 
best glasses in the world. Frames and 
lenses, the whole thing. 

ed my own retail outlet based on 
my ability to perform, and as soon as the 
word got around that I did perform, in 
a matter of months everybody in town 
came and wanted their eyes taken care of. 

Word spreads. I mean, if you do Hef- 
ner, you might as well count on the 
whole club. You do McQueen, you've got 
the films; you do Elvis and Elton, you've 
got the record industry 

I never solicited anybody; they've al- 
ways sought me out. We were fortunate: 
We got the Beatles and some of the 
Stones, Elton John came in on his own. 
Really, it's been such a delight; I think 
we've handled just about every major 
celebrity in the world. Barbra Streisand, 
Diana Ross, all of them. Just about 
everybody. It's really a pleasure. 

My lile changed quickly—from 80 
bucks a week on up. And my only moti- 
vation was that I just wanted to make 
good glasses; I had no idea it'd make me 
rich. I'm not at liberty to discuss how 
much I actually make, but we've got 12 
outlets now and more on the drawing 
board and Fm making a hell of a lot 
more than 80 a week. 

The most outlandish thing 1 do with 
my money? Ha, you couldn't print my 
answer. Even in PLAYBOY. Go and print 
that: that what I do with my money is so 
outlandish it’s unfit to print. 

Let me bring you up to date on my 
Rolls-Royces. I don't know how many 
Rolls-Royces 1 bought. 1 lost count. 1 
got three sittin’ upstairs right now, 
though; so if you'd like to buy one, I'll 
sell you one, because I'm broke. Sincerely, 
no kidding, I'm building new stores with 
my bread. 

What do I do with my own personal 
take? I don't make that much. The 
whole thing with me, I’m the take, be- 
ause I'm the me, understand? 

No, I haven't bought any fire engines. 
Amusement parks, yeah, you could call 
my bedroom an amusement park—if you 
like Disneyland. It’s got a big bed in it 
and a lot of navigational equipment. It's 
got a steam room and a vidco-tape projec- 
tor and a color television. It's in Beverly 
Hills. 

What I'm doing is writing checks 
“To happiness,” and I'm gonna keep 
writing those kinds of checks for the 
next 75 years. 


MICHAEL DOUGLAS, producer 
("One Flew over the Cuckoo's 
Nest") 

It's ridiculous. I mean, I got a ridicu- 
lous amount of very big money from 
Cuckoo's Nest. And it's still coming in. 
It's so much it's utterly ridiculous. You 


can't count it. But let me tell you: 
Money can get in your wa 
Its а strange thing, this business: i 


cither feast or famine. Either you're going 
crazy or you don't know where your 
next job is coming from, or you have all 
this great fortune happen to you. 

But money, it's hard to talk about, and 
ГИ tell you why: In this day and age. 
what's going on right now in this coun- 
try, nobody who's making money wants 
you to know what kind of money he's 
ng. Because there's crazies going on. 
And with so many people having so litde 
money, nobody with big money wants it 
to be known. So I don't blame people 
like myself for not talking about it. 

I know a Jot about this; I know myself 
and 1 know a lot of other people who 
have come into pretty sudden money, and 
I'll tell you what: My key is low profile. 
This is low-profile time, man. Nobody 
is going to tell you that he just made a 
million bucks, Nobody. And I'm gonna 
cool it, and relax, and cut out smol 
and drinking, and get my body back into 
shape, play some tennis, maybe. 

Right, 1 made a hell of a lot of money 
on Cuckoo's Nest, but I really don't want 
to talk about it. I'm low profile, m: 


NEIL SIMON, playwright 


Sudden money is going from zero to 
$200 a week. ‘The rest doesn't count. 


PLAYBOY 


se leng, eld buddy 
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“He tugged and the trap door creaked open, revealing bleak 
blackness. A miasma engulfed but failed to daunt him.” 


always did, if they'd happened to over- 
hear his side of the conversation, and 
would have made fun of him. No, 
most of the time, he left Dute home and 
walked to school with only his sister, 
Jane, for company, except, of course, for 
the times Dute talked him into playing 
hooky, and those days didn’t count, be- 
cause he and Dute spent them as far away 
from the schoolhouse as they could get. 

Invariably, when he went to school 
hout Dute, Dute would be waiting for 
him in the front yard when he came 
home, and they'd go into the house to- 
gether, silent till they reached his room. 
Then Dute would say, “How was school 
today?” And he'd answer, "Rotten." Sum- 
mer days, they spent halcyon afternoons 
together in the hayloft of the old barn 
that stood some distance behind the 
dilapidated house. First Dute would 
swing from a rafter and drop into the 
hay, then he would. Other afternoons, 
they went swimming together in the 
creek that wound this way and that be- 
yond the fields where his father raised 
corn and tomatoes and string beans. 
Sometimes on the way back to the house 
Dute would say, "Соте on, let's jack off,” 
and they'd hide behind the old corncrib 
his grandfather had stored field corn in 
years ago and masturbate. 

They'd been the best of buddies, he 
nd Оше. Inseparable, in both a figura- 
хе and a literal sense, But eventually 
they'd fallen out. Hc could no longer rc- 
member what they had quarreled about. 
Maybe there hadn't been a quarrel— 
maybe they'd just come to a parting of 
the ways. In any case, he decided one day 
that he'd had enough of Dute, and after 
luring him into the fruit closet in the 
cellar on some pretext or other, he had 
locked him. A week or so later, his 
father had got a job in town and the 
family had moved out. A small farm pro- 
ded a precarious living at best, and 
things had been getting worse right 
along; even so, it must have been а diffi- 
cult decision for his father to make, be- 
cause Grandfather Sharpe had owned 
the farm and they'd been living on it 
scot-free. 

Was Dute still down there in the 
doset? "young" Sharpe wondered with 
wry amusement, standing in the wretched 
little kitchen with its high narrow cup- 
boards and its pitiful little sink. Had he 
becn languishing there all these dark 


lig Years, waiting for someone to show up 


and remove the improvised bolt and 
open the closet door? 

The farm was Sharpe's now 
father Sharpe had left it to him and 
Sharpe had driven out from the city on 
this gray November afternoon to ap- 
е the property. He was in real 
estate now. Formerly, he had been in 
nsurance, Before that, he had sold cars. 
Or tried to. He hadn't remembered Dute 
till he came over the hill that led down 
into the valley and saw the collapsed 
barn and the forlorn frame house, and he 
hadn't really remembered hin till a mo- 
ment ago, when, after entering the house 
by the back door, he looked into the 
bathroom off the kitchen. The bathroom 
was unchanged, though it scemed vastly 
smaller than he remembered йз being: 
a high-ceilinged little hallway of a room 
containing a toilet, a hot-water tank and 
a tub. There was no lavatory. If you 
wanted to wash up, you had to use the 
kitchen sink. Probably, if Grandfather 
Sharpe had fixed the place up after they 
had moved out, or at least made a few 
essential repairs, someone else would 
haye moved in. But he hadn't. He'd kept 
saying he was going to, kept talking 
about aluminum siding for the house and 
a new roof for the barn. But talk was all 
it had amounted to. 

In all these years, Dute had been the 
only tenant. 

A trap door in the kitchen floor pro- 
vided access to the cellar. On an impulse, 
Sharpe knelt beside it and raised the re- 
cessed handle, He tugged and the door 
creaked open, revealing bleak blackness. 
A miasma born of damp, mold and 
mildew engulfed but failed to daunt him. 
“You still down there, Dute?” he called 
into the darkness. 

Silence. 

He let the door drop back into place, 
ghing at the absurd impulse that had 
prompted him to open it. The laughter 
sounded hollow in the empty house. 
Leaving the kitchen, he passed through 
the narrow dining room into the living 
room. In the way of furniture, the liv- 
ng room contained a moldy sofa with 
coil springs protruding from its faded 
cushions. The rocks the local kids had 
thrown through the windows shared the 
floor space with splinters of glass and 
chunks of plaster that had fallen from 
the ceiling. Hg remembered the wall- 
paper as having been light blue with lit- 
tle white flowers "growing" on it. It was 
brown now and in many places it had 
peeled away from the walls and ceiling 


and hung there like dirty laundry. 

Just off the room, а папом flight of 
steps led up to the second story. He be 
gan mounting them, testing each step 
before putting his entire weight on it. 
He Касу he was being foolhardy, that 
there was no real need for him to inspect 
the upstairs; that all he would find would 
be more dust, more desuetude. More 
memories. But nostalgia had taken root 
in his mind and hc knew it would nag 
him all the way back to the city unless he 
explored the house completely. 

The steps creaked beneath him, but 
they were solid. The house was well 
built. Old houses usually were. This one 
dated from the days when “ 2 
nails were used; when joists were spaced 
six inches apart; when two-by-fours meas- 
ured two inches by four inches. He knew 
all these things from his “Dute days”: 
there was no nook or cranny of the house 
the two of them had left unexplored. 

Suddenly, and for no apparent reason, 
he remembered the time he and Dute had. 
thrown his sister's into the old aban- 
doned well across the road. Jane had 
looked for it everywhere and for weeks 
she had cried herself to slcep. She'd loved 
that poor raggedy-tag cat—loved it the 
way only a lonely litde girl could. 
“Lolly,” she had called it. Climbing the 
stairs, Sharpe experienced a deep shame, 
а vast regret. After they'd moved out of 
the house, he'd wanted 1015 of times to 
tell her what Dute had done. Yes. Dute. 
For it had been Dute lea. But Sharpe 
could never bring himself to. Jane 
wouldn't have understood about Dute, 
anyway, about how he was always making 
him do mean things. Yes, and steal, too. 
By himself, he never would have thought 
of picking his father’s corn nights and 
taking it into town Saturdays and sell 
g it from door to door at cutrate prices. 
How clever they had been, ne 
more than one car from a single sta 
His father had never caught on. 

‘The upstairs was even more depressing 
than the downstairs had been, The se 


ond story existed only over the living 


room and the dining room and co 
solely of three rooms and a n 
The largest room—the front room—ran 
the width of the house and had been his 
mother and fathers, The two other 
rooms faced cach other across the hall. 
One had been Jane's, the other his. He 
stepped into his, How tiny it was! ‘The 
bed where he and Dute had slept had 
occupied the entire length of the wall 
beneath the single window (broken now). 
lt was a small window, far too high to 
allow what little summer air got through 
it to reach the bed. He must have smoth- 
ered nights, he and Dute. He couldn't 
remember smothering, though, All he 

(continued on page 213) 
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ITS THE 
LITTLE THINGS IN LIFE 


ATTIRE 
RY DAVID PLATT 


out al 
n le swimwear s cu б lew looks 
гот denim coveralls to this nylon 
bikini i. by AME/Head Sparte wear, 
$16, barely covering Mr. Muscles. 


Yet more members of Arnic's Army (Schwarzenegger, thot 
is) hit the beach. Back row, left to right: A cotton chintz 
sarong-tyle swimsuit, by Bill Blass for Gates, cbout $20. Next, a 
cotton rib knit shirt, $17.50, worn with striped denim coverall 
shorts, $45, both by Gil Truedsson for PMI. Then, floral-print 
cotton swim trunks, by Hang 10 for Richton Sportswear, $15. 


Front row, left to right: A knit sweot shirt, by 

Daniel Hechter, about $55, teomed 
with cotton shorts, by Greot Western, 
$37.50; ond a terry pullover, obout 
$40, plus terry shorts, about $15, 
both by Sabre for Calicut. 


Below, left: A terry rugby-style shirt 
with contrasting medium-spread collar 
and three-button placket, $17, worn with 
acrylic/ polyester terry shorts that 

hove on elasticized waist and angled 
patch pockets, $12, both by Jantzen. 


Below, center: A cotton polyester terry V- 
neck pullover, $22.50, and terry drawstring 
pants, $18, both by Catalino. Below, 

right: A terry zip-front jacket with elasti- 
cized cuffs, by Laguna, $19.50, and terry 
boxer-style swim trunks, by Catalina, $10. 


"I have an incredible imagination,” 
says Virve, "but Pm not the type 
of woman who has to pretend 

she's making love to Paul Newman. 
I'm not into a lot of weird, 

kinky sexual trips, either; 

I'm satisfied with my real sex 

life. T do fantasize. Sometimes 1 

put myself in the heroine's role 
in à novel Рт reading and ask 
myself, ‘What would I do in 

her situation?’ Then 1 

stop reading altogether and begin 
to drift into the scene.” 


OLD-FASHIONED GIRL 


june playmate virve reid digs the past, enjoys 
the present and looks like she has quite a future 


PHOTOGRAPHY BY PHILLIP DIXON 
GATEFOLO PHOTOGRAPHY BY GRANT EOWAROS 


“My ideal lover would be young and slim and very beautiful; he would 
have the nicest body I'd ever seen. I like healthy men, but I've never 
gone for the Muscle Beach crowd or the macho, he-man type, My 

man can be skinny and sassy, but in bed he must be gentle and loving.” 


ER FIRST NAME is pronounced 
[ГЇ and means, roughly—but 

then, everything translates rough- 
ly from Estonian—'‘reflections of sun- 
light on the water," and June Playmate 
Virve Reid is as refreshing as her name 
implies: an old-fashioned girl who can't 
wait for tomorrow. “I love antiques 
and old clothes, silks and velvets,” she 
says. “I can dress up and look аз if I'm 
from another century. But the future 
and the unknown fascinate me, too, 
and I love to read science fiction.” 
Until a few months ago, Virve was 
living peacefully in Vancouver, British 
Columbia, a few blocks away from “an 
endless beach I could stroll for hour: 
On a typical day, I'd draw or cook or 
read," she says. "I'd been going to art 
classes for two years, but I wanted to 
travel and make some money for a 
change." She got a chance to do just 
that when fate, in the form of a local 
photographer she'd met at a party, 
stepped in. “I'm very spontancous— 
don't like to make plans,” Virve says, 
'so when I met this photographer, Ken 


“I remember the 
times I used to say to 
myself, ‘I’ve got just as 
good a body as the 
women in PLAYBOY. 
But I never thought 
I'd have the chance 

to prove it.” 


Honey, and he took my test shots, I figured it was destiny that J become mate.” Maybe it was; at any rate, 
Virve was soon on her way to Los Angeles for more pictures. “I'm a bit of a chameleon and adapt well to any 
surroundings, so 1 was right at home in L-A., exc ‚ being only 20, I couldn't get into any of the dubs 
where the action secmed to be. But the atmosphere at the Playboy Mansion was definitely something to which 


I could become accustomed." When she and lensman Phillip Dixon got together with a batch of old clothes, 
Virve felt completely at ease. “Phillip has the kind of creativity I agree with,” she says. “Sometimes I'd be wait 
ing for him to load the camera and I'd get into a certain mood and he'd say, “That's it!” My gatefold, for exam- 
ple, is very Victorian. ‘The photo sessions were interesting, erotic and fun.” Who could ask for anything more? 


Virve seems determined 

to fit a trip to Britain into 
her travel plans (it probably 
has something to do with her 
father's being part English). 
She'd love to continue 

her art studies in London 
someday, and her idea of the 
perfect place to relax is a 
“little thatch-roofed cottage 
in the English countryside, 
with a stream going by 
outside.” Virve supplies 

her own central heating. 
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“My boyfriend and I are both very passionate, 
which can cause some trouble when we have a fight. 
He's got a lot of energy and I'm apt to be stubborn 
and can really yell. But I must admit that 
afterward we make up very nicely.” 


PLAYBOY’S PARTY JOKES 


A passionate beauty of mature years sought 
male companionship whenever her salesman 
husband was on the road. After one such en- 
counter, her delighted partner exclaimed, “That 
was great! Say, how many husbands have you 
had?" 


“Counting my own 


she purred, 


Our Unabashed Dictionary defines movable 
feast as going down on a belly dancer. 


All that 1 said into my portable C.B. trans- 
mitter, so that a friend could come by the club 
to pick me up,” the tearful and distraught 
young lady told the police, “was that I would 
putt out on the 17th green.’ 


Dr. Spooner said, “Screwing’s sublime 
When а man takes the trouble to prime. 
Extended-type foreplay 
Prolonged until scoreplay 
Is a practice whose come, sir, has time!” 


Our Unabashed Dictionary defines bionic dyke 
as а tin lezzie. 


Never underestimate the importance of de- 
velopments on language in Washington, D.C. 
“What I need,” one Congressman was recently 
overheard saying, “is a secretary who types like 
a mink.” 


Our Unabashed Dictionary defines cherry 
bomb as a disappointing virgin. 


When I realized that I just couldn't satisfy 
my wile's insatiable carnal appetite," the man 
explained to the marriage counselor, "I didn't 
want her resorting to picking up guys in bars, 
so I went to a sex shop and bought her an as- 
sortment of vibrators, dildos and other exotic 
devices." 

“And has your conjugal relationship im- 
proved?" asked the counselor. 

“I'm afraid not,” sighed the man. "You see, 
whenever I do happen to feel like a piece, I 
find myself fourth or fifth in line." 


Perhaps you've heard about the Las Vegas high 
roller who would flip his nightly callgirl to 
see if he got head or tail. 


lk was at a very mixed party that an oddball 
type suddenly asked loudly if anyone vanted to 
sce his new underwear. When there was no 
response, he proceeded to unbuckle and drop 
his trousers to reveal that he wasn't wearing 
anything under them. 

^A nice pattern," murmured another guest, 
"but tell me, does it come in men's sizes?" 


And you've heard, of course, of the porno 
film that outgrossed its competitors. 


While in Athens, a tourisi named Joan 
Told her guide, with a trace of a groan, 
“Though a fuck is just fine 
When I'm lying supine, 
It's à pain in the ass when I'm prone.” 


Two men i 
in Sun City. 
asked one. 

"Pretty often," replied the other. 

“And what do you do about it?” 

“Well,” answered the second octogenarian, 
“I unzip my fly, haul it out, put it in the palm 
of the other hand and focus on it. But it always 
looks as if it’s already had some, so 1 just put 
it back." 


ir 80s were sitting in the park 


Ги tet you do it,” the school sexpot told the 
boy, “for two dollars.” 

When he asked about the figure, she giggled. 
“Well, it’s a dollar to put it in and another 
dollar to take it out.” 

"OK," he agreed, “but not in advance.” 

So the young thing took off her panties and 
lay back, and the boy slipped in his erection 
and handed her a dollar bill. And then, when 
he'd withdrawn, he fished in his pocket and 
gave her the second dollar. 

The next day, the boy looked her up again 
and she went back into the woods with him, 
and he mounted her and handed her a bill. 
But after he'd finished, he just lay there. Min- 
utes later, the girl said, "Aw, come on, Billy— 
take it out now!" 

“I can't," muttered Billy. “I'm broke.” 


Heard а funny one lately? Send it on а post- 
card, please, to Party Jokes Editor, PLAYBOY, 
Playboy Bldg., 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, 
Ill. 60611. $50 will be paid to the contributor 
whose card is selected. Jokes cannot be returned. 


“What kind of a watchdog are you?" 


ACH MORNING before leaving for her Spanish class, 

Norma Bernstein checked the house for spiders, scor- 
pions, lizards and other vermin, She would shake out 
the sheets, blankets and pillows, inspect the kitchen cup- 
boards and the space beneath the sink and poke a stick 
into the cracks in the slate flooring. 

Bernstein, robed in plaid Viyella, puffing his morning 
pipe, steaming coffee cup in hand, would smile at her 
search for noxious pests and say, “No tarantulas, Normie. 
It's six thousand feet in Tequitlin. No rats, no mice, no 


INI MEXICO 


their lovemaking took a ritual form; 
they said litile; she never smiled; he 
exploded and the rooster shrieked 


fiction 


By GERALD GREEN 


PLAYBOY 


scorpions. It's cleaner here than in New 
Rochelle.” 

"You can't be too careful,” his wife 
would say. 

As Norma gathered up her books—the 
Academia Tequitlán offered three hours 
of Spanish every weekday—Bernstein 
would stroke her adorable girdled be- 
hind, kiss her neck and accompany her 
to the door of their pink-stucco house. 

Bernstein would watch her rounded 
tennis-player’s figure vanish down the 
cobbled street. After briefly admiring the 
golden sunlight on the white, pink and 
pale-blue houses, he would return for a 
second cup of potent coffee. Finally, he 
would retire to his study on the second 
floor for several hours of wri 

An assistant professor of sociology at a 
community college, Bernstein, at 42, had 
decided he needed surcease from text 
book jargon, faculty teas and dulleyed 
students. The author of two successful 
books of popular sociology (The Naked 
Barrio: Puerto Rican Patterns in a 
Changing Society and Main Men and 
Mother-Lovers), Bernstein felt the urge 
to expand his talents, to come to grips 
with the “real world,” to write a novel. 
Something earthy, close to the basics of 
the human condition. New Rochelle and 
teaching palled; Mexico beckoned. His 
work in the New York barrio had en- 
dowed him with good Spanish. He liked 
Latins. He drew strength from the sun. 

Bernstein inserted a fresh sheet of pa- 
per into his Olivetti. As he did so, he 
heard the rooster. 

"Noisy bastard," he said. Smiling, he 
puffed a cloud of Mixture 77 smoke into 
the airy hallway he used as a study. 

Bernstein wrote: 


"The village lies north and west of 
the swarming city. Stands of giant 
prickly pear, columns of gray green 
orgampipe cactus border the dirt 
road that wends its way to Tequi- 
Чап. The sand of the desert plateau 
is packed hard—fulvous, arid, a slag 
heap left by mysterious old gods, an 
ancient race that eons ago stoked 
fires, melted metals, burned forests. 


Again the rooster shivered the morning 
silence. 

Си-си-ғи-сиииии. 

A city boy, Bernstein had spent vaca- 
tions in the Catskills. He had heard 
roosters crow. But this one was louder, 
wilder and more violent than any he had 
ever heard. Moreover, the cock sounded 
agonized—as if it were resisting strangu- 
lation. The last penetrating note of the 
bird's cry had a peculiar bent or cracked 
quality, The abrasive noise tended to 
linger in Bernstein's ears like a clot of 
impacted wax 


"Shut up,” 


Bernstein said good- 


138 naturedly. He tore up the paper and rose 


from the maduro writing table. His slow- 
ness in starting on his novel did not 
bother him. A patient, meticulous man, 
Bernstein knew that sooner or later the 
juices would flow. He walked from the 
study to the rear balcony and looked into 
the landladys garden. Señora Ortega 
grew flaming poinsettias, salvias in pri- 
mary colors, multibranched cact 

"Mexico, I dig you,” Bernstein said 
joyfully. 

Си-си-ти-сиииии. . . . 

He pointed the stem of his pipe west 
toward the double spires of the parish 
church, a minor masterpiece of Chur- 
rigueresque architecture. The rooster ap- 
peared to reside somewhere in that 
direction. Bernstein had been warned 
about Mexico's hill towns by knowledge- 
able faculty colleagues like Shapiro, who 
had motored around Mexico two years 
ago. 

“Savage place," Shapiro had intoned, 
as Norma's round features paled. "Just a 
yeneer of civilization, you realize. Boil 
your water. Don’t eat fresh vegetables. 
They've still got bandits in the boon- 
docks. If you see a row of stones on the 
road, turn around. It’s a barricade and 
they're after anything they can steal.” 

“Nonsense,” Bernstein had responded. 
"I've read the guidebooks and they don't 
say a word about anything like that.” 

“Of course not,” Shapiro had gone on 
smugly "And theres always dysentery, 
typhus and cholera 

"I don't believe Bernstein had re- 
plicd. "I get the GI shits from the lousy 
food in the faculty dub. How much 
worse can Mexican food be?’ 

Shapiro had rolled his popping eyes. 
“You'll find out. Anyway, with the Mexi 
can vote against Israel, why give them 
money? Shirl and I are sworn off for the 
duration. We're taking our sabbatical in 
Denmark.” 

Bernstein knocked the doule from his 
pipe and watched the bits of tobacco 
float into the cactus below. Then he 
crossed from the study—with a guilty 
glance at his typewriter—to the front 
balcony. From this vantage point, he had. 
a view of the charming street, the 
wroughtiron lanterns, the pocketsized 
park in which black-eyed children played. 
Mestizo girls jumped rope. Their brown- 
skinned brothers kicked a soccer ball. 

Down the street came two barefoot men 
leading four burros laden with firewood. 
A week ago, Bernstein had bought a load 
for 20 pesos—$1.60. On cool nights, the 
wood crackled in the fireplace. Often he 
and Norma cuddled on the sagging sofa 
in the living room and made gentle love, 
the two of them illumined by firclight, 
snug under an electric blanket, 

"Shapiro," Bernstein announced to the 
street, to the crystalline blue sky, to the 
pastel facades, “Shapiro, you are a good 
physicist, but you don't know doodly 


about Mexico. You wouldn't know para- 
dise if you got there on a pass.” 

It was easy to take. Almost too easy. 
Eternal sunlight. Dry, clean air. Neat, 
attractive houses. Little shops that sold 
leather goods, tinware and woven ob- 
jects. And, while not effusive, the Te- 
quitlános were polite, softvoiced and 
self-effacing. The 100 Americans who had 
settled there blended into the village. 
One saw the gringos in the jardin (the 
main plaza facing the church) shopping 
in the open market, driving VWs and 
Toyotas through the immaculate streets. 

Maybe, Bernstein thought, it is too 
neat, too sunny, too civilized. Maybe 
some of Shapiro's bandits and dysentery 
were indicated for him to write more. 
He laughed, pulled his bathrobe around 
his soft hairy body and relit the pipe. 
Yes. his writing might suffer. No novel 
could come out of such placid, orderly 
surroundings. Even the food (as cooked 
n maid, Elvia) was sur- 
prisingly bland. Bernstein longed for 
burning sensations on his tongue, chili 
peppers that would curl his lank black 
hair, red-hots that would translate their 
fire into iron erections and ten-minute 
orgasms. But Elvia served them over- 
cooked vegetables, meat broiled to a 
charred chunk, soggy omelets. 

Once more, he sat at the typewriter. 
Immediately, the rooster razored the 
stillness with its shrilling. Bernstein 
looked at his wrist watch. It was almost 
as if the bird were on a schedule, crow- 
ng every five, or seven, or ten minutes. 

Cu-cu-ru-cuuuuw. . . . 
"Shut up, asshole," Bernstein said. He 
wondered where the noise was coming 
from. It was pervasive, encompassing, a 
voice thrown by an avian ventriloquist. 
Sometimes it sounded as if the bird were 
in a yard to the rear. Yet when he had 
looked out from the front balcony, the 
crowing had seemed to come from the 
south. 

“I said shut up," Bernstein repeated. 
"The rooster ravaged the air four times in 
succession. 

“Senor? You want something?” 

Elvía was standing at the head of the 
stairs. She moved silently, gliding. She 
would arrive a half hour after Norma had 
left for school, clean the kitchen, sweep 
and mop the downstairs, then come up 
to make the beds and clean the bath- 
room. 

“No, gracias, Elvia. 1 was talking to 
myself. Writers do that” 

The maid did not smile. How much 
does she understand? wondered Bern- 
stein. The girl was 19, the mother of two 
bastards by different. fathers. Tlliterate, 
blackeyed, tiny, she had been hired by 
Sefiora Ortega, who knew the girl's aunt. 

He could hear Elvia in the bedroom, 

(continued on page 166) 
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what makes it the hottest market going? twenty millior people without mates 


article By LUCIAN K. TRUSCOTT IV 
Ir 15 SUMMER in New York City and I 
am down in the pit, right at the very 
bottom of the Rockeleller Center ice- 

nk. When the weather's not 
cold, this sunken expanse of concrete is 
called the Promenade Café. It's 6:30 
р.м. The sun has not yet set. They say 
the sunset over the Palisades across the 


S | 


Hudson is опе of the most beautiful in the 
world. Sunset-giving smog is New Jersey's 
gift to the world, at least to that portion 
of the world above the 20th floor in New 
York skyscrapers, those privileged few 
who can actually put an eyeball on the 
red setting sun. 

І have come to the ice-skating rink 
of Rockefeller Center on this hot, humid 


ILLUSTRATION BY RICHARO F. NEWTON. 


or starters 


eve to meet some of the people who can 
see the sunset. In a few moments, they 
11 begin to arrive, hordes of them, and 
ch and every one coming down the 
steps to the will pay five dollars to 
the round, balding man standing to my 
the admission price to the 

пет» Ltd. Club, a contradiction in 

terms if ever (continued on page 144) 


Top: Producer Model number-one 
wood, $53.75, and number-two 
iron, $41.95, that feature super- 
light Legend shafts, by Ben Hogan, 
set of four woods, $215, set of 
nine irons, $377.55. Above: Altec's 


Model 19 speaker is available in 
hand-rubbed walnut or oak and 
hos an ultralow-frequency re- 
sponse, $659 each. Top: Lacoste 
Eau de Sport soap gives off a clean, 
Outdoor scent, from Jean Patou, 
$12 for a box of three. Above: 
Conon's AE-1 lightweight single- 
lens reflex camera that weighs 
21 ozs. without the 50mm 1.8 lens 
shown features an electronically 
controlled shutter with speeds 


from 1/1000 to 2 seconds, 
$413 with lens; optional Speed 
Lite flash, also by Canon, $75. 
Top: Bill Blass canvas bag with 
leather trim, from The Luggage 
Gallery, $85, Above: A selection 
of colorful molded-thermoplastic 
stacking trays that are perfect for 
buffet dining, drinks, canapés and 
brunches, etc., by Copco, $12 each. 


Top: Kenwood's Model KR-9600 
AM/FM stereo receiver achieves a 
performance level that's seldom 
reached by a single, integrated 
unit, $749.95. Above: Model PS- 


1000 all-in-one compact stereo 
system plays AM/FM and eight- 
track tapes; also features an LED 
electronic alarm clock and plenty 


of jacks for optional equipment, by 
Hanimex, $129.95. Top: Imported 
electronic table lighter of heavy 
gold plate features an invisible 
ignition button, by Tiffany, about 
$250. Above: Pocket-sized elec- 
tronic football game lets you con- 
trol the ball carrier's direction and 
speed as you avoid tacklers while 
going for a touchdown, by Mattel, 
$30. Top right: Fry Baby electric 
deep fryer maintains a perfect fry- 
ing temperature while operating 
on only two cups of oil; nonstick 


hard surface inside and out for 
easy cleaning, by Presto, $27.95. 
Above: Model RS-1500US Isolated 
Loop direct-drive tape deck com- 
pletely isolates the tape loop from 
all influences such as take-up and 
back tension from reels; uses sep- 
arate servo-controlled D.C. motors, 


by Technics by Panasonic, $1500. 
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SINGLES BUSINESS „ао page 139) 


**Loneliness. That's what makes people want to join... . 


This isn't the singles thing. This is loneliness. 


ووو 


there were one. For five dollars, each will 
be given two tickets (good for two rather 
weak drinks served in tiny glasses) and 
get the privilege of standing around in 
the 80-degree, absolutely motionless air 
of the Promenade Café with the very 
people with whom he shares the packed 
elevators. 

Ive been here only ten minutes and 
already 1 have sweated through my shirt, 
my trousers and my sports coat. The 
heat, the wet pants, the watered drinks, 
the ringing, metallic sounds of the disco 
sound system the corner, blasting 
Barry White all over the edho-chamber 
concrete walls of the skating rink—all of 
it is getting to ine. I’m in a weird limbo 
between panic and despair. Now, if you 
think this sounds a bit peculiar—maybe 
even masochistic—then you're with me. 

They have begun to descend from 
the glowing towers, those frenzied folk 
who ascend each morning to work й 
offices the size of Madison Square Garden. 
Ed Helig, the man with the tickets, 
understands the impulse that moves the 
skyscraper set almost intact from job to 
beach town. He has established the Non 
Joiners Ltd. Club as а kind of watering 
hole on the way to the weekend. Right 
now, he is standing at the pay table in 
the shadow of Prometheus, the massive 
tue overlooking the entrance to the 
skating rink. Why, pray tell, will 800 
single New Yorkers pack themselves into 
a quarter of the Promenade Café, a space 
intended for about half that number, 
under a wet blanket of August heat, a 
carpet din of extremely amplified disco 
noise? 

Ed, what's going on here? 
isco. Hear it? Bop-a-dabop-a-da. 
Good sounds.” 

Yeah, I hear it. But what's going on? 

"Disco. Put it in a coupla weeks ago. 
Wanted to get people dancing and mov- 
ing. It was getting kinda stale, know 
what 1 meang” 

Yeah, but... . 

“Non Joiners Limited. . . . Hi-ya, dear, 
glad you could come, good to sce ya, 
come right in, here you are, these are 
good for two drinks at the bar, right over 
there. .. . It's my bottom club. My feeder 
dub. We're gonna do about seven, eight 
hundred people tonight. . . . Hi, sweetie, 
sign the list, that’s right, now the little 
card, that's a girl. . . . It's а good dub, a 
good operation. Takes a lota time, but 
we're getting people from the offices 


144 around here, a good crowd. А class 


crowd, if you know what I mean. 1 
started Non Joiners as a kinda massap- 
peal thing. We're getting ihe people who 
would hit the bars tonight, but this is 
closer, we're hauling them in right after 
work, before they have a chance to 
change their minds. And it's outdoors. 
They like the music. They like the life- 
style. Our crowd won't feel the pressure 
they feel in a singles They just go 
out there and get into it and do what 
they want to do.” 

Did I get you right? You said this 
your feeder club? 

“That's right. . . . Hey, watch it there, 
pal, pay the girl, that's it, give the man 
his tickets, honey, OK. - The whole 
operation is based on my Edwardian 
Club concept. It's called social affinity. 
We've picked thirty-five tonight.” 
Thirty-five? 
“Yeah. Thirty-five guys and chicks. 
"Total We're looking for background, 
looks, class. Good breeding, in other 
words. A guy who leads with his mental- 
ity, not his penis. A woman on her way 
up. They'll be invited to the Edwardian 
Club later this week. Now, you see this 
girl coming in? We'll give her an in 
n [whispers to assistant]. We're un 


is 


u 
We're Sip but we try to do it 


with honesty and 

How do y: 

"Measure it out this way: You're a sin- 
gle guy. Where would you go? From 
Princeton to Greenwich, Connecticut, if 
somebody coud put two hundred. people 
in a room on your wave length, that's 
where you'd go. Thats the Edwardian 
Club concept. Non Joiners is just a feeder 
to the higher club. A supplicr. The Ed- 
wardian Club is my main focus. . . . Hi, 
honey, good to see you again, will you be 
coming next week? Good, good. Can you 
bring a friend? Sure, but check with me 
at the door, will you, dear? OK, BAS a 
. .. What were you saying?" 

Social affinity. What does that mean? 

“Social affinity. OK. This is if you take 
a hundred guys and a hundred women 
and you put them in a room, you hope 
they'll all walk out as couples, right?” 

Right. 

"We're putting two hundred іп an 
East Side bar every other week now, but 
ina coupla weeks, we're gonna be going 
to the Belvedere Suite of the Rainbow 
Room on the sixty-fourth floor of the 
RCA building. You should see it. It's a 
beautiful spot. Right up there in the 


clouds. We get good people at the Ed- 
wardian Club. It's like . . . like a priv- 
ilege to be asked to join. A promotion 
from the lower level. And we're starting 
a new club in the fall. We're skimming 
the cream off the Edwardian Club, the 
people we started with, the charter mem- 
bers, plus five people from each of the 
thirty-five nights of Non Joiners, until we 
get three hundred people. Then we'll 
really have something. I haven't decided 
t I'm gonna call it yet, but that's 
affinity for you. Its a constant 
process of skimming, a real headache, let 
me tell you, skimming, skimming, all the 
time skimming, looking for the cream.” 
All 800 of them must be here by now. 
The place is jam-packed, a fetid sweat 
hole of bodies, jockeying, strutting in 
funky finery. The social affinity seems to 
be working. Over in the corner, near the 
disco console, is Tanna. Tanna is an 
aspiring actress, 25, tall, slender, attr: 
tive in a prefaded denim pants suit. 
There seem to be a lot of prefaded 
denim pants suits here. Tanna was born 
in Brooklyn, raised on Long Island, 
"finished" at Pleasantville High School 
in Westchester County, the wealthy area 
north of the city. Tanna, what's the scene? 
“For a social atmosphere, this is it for 
me. I think I've finally found it. This is 
like . . . like Le Jardin, the disco, only 
better. I feel like I'm on a huge yacht or 
something, with decks and stars and mu- 
sic and people, and we're all on a great 
cruise, a cruise to nowhere. I come every 
weck. It makes you feel like you're going 
love.” 
t do you think makes people 
want to join your clubs, aside from the 
ing? They can get that, 
ing, in a singles bar. 
ess. That's what 
makes people want to join. They like the 
sense of belonging to something. My 
clubs are a refuge. This isn’t the singles 
thing. This is loneliness. I guess you 
could say I'm in the loneliness business." 
(Since our visit, the Edwardian Club has 
been sold to Zane Gordon, who operates 
it with 500-600 attending and also a new 
organization called the Regents Club.) 


. 
Denver. I'll call my new-found friend 
Skeeter. His real name isn't impor- 


tant. He has changed it three times 
in the past few years. “Taxes,” he ex- 
plains with a grin ear to ear. I met him 
last November, in the high Colorado 
plains town, though by now he’s prob- 
ably gone. He moves around like other 
people change clothes. “Vibes,” says 
Skeeter. He hangs out in a singles bar, 
one of the biggest in Denver, a giant 
cavern of a place on the near southeast 
side of town known as The Lift. It has 
three floors and will hold 700 throbbing 

(continued on page 188) 
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"It obviously wasn't his hair you should have cut off." 145 


Last YEAR, the body in the body 
politic belonged to November's 
Playmate/cover girl Patti McGuire. 
PLAYBOY'S editors voted her the out- 
standing candidate of the year and, 
indeed, one of the most beautiful 
ladies ever to grace our magazine. 
And that opinion was also held by 
our regular readers—men of taste, 
one and all—and by the tecming 
multitudes who picked up PLAYBOY 
for the first time, curious about that 
interview with the gentleman from 
Georgia. And Раш may have 
changed the course of history. Seems 
that the former President decided 
to use the November cover as а sym- 
bol of what the opposition stood 
for; the rest, as they say, is history. 


If Ford had had a better idea, he 
would have enlisted Patti—for one 
thing. she would have helped carry 
the СВ. vote. When we finally 
caught up with our Playmate of the 
Year, she was fresh off her own cam- 
paign trail For a few months, she 
had been visiting college campuses, 
car shows a С.В. and trucker 
jamboree in Ohio—you name it—as 
a roving ambassador for PLAYBOY. 
She's learned to sympathize with 
politicians. “I was in Miami when 
it snowed. I was at the University 
of Ohio when it was ten below, 
signing autographs on a porch near 
a beer wagon. I don't know whether 
it was me or the beer, but there 
were (text concluded on page 220) 


it turned out that there were two big winners in our 
november issue—jimmy carter and patti mc guire 


PHOTOGRAPHY BY POMPEO POSAR 


“Being named Playmate of 
the Year has its rewards: 

a kiss from Hef and 
a Dodge Midnight 
Charger from PLAYBOY.” 


ipbook for a you- 
must-have-been-a-beautiful- 
baby-’cause-baby-look-at-you-now 
layout. T hat's me on the left.” 


“The nicest response to the November pictorial came from 
C.B.radio freaks. I've received postcards from all over the 
country. Guys sent their handles—Mad Dog, Texas Turkey— 
and said, ‘Gwe a call when you're passing through.’ I like that.” 
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“There’ve been a few other changes in my life. I've 
decided to move to California. The cold wave that hit 
St. Louis last winter was too much for this frail 

bod. I want to be where the sun is. I found a neat 
guesthouse on an estate complete with a pool. 

The price is right and I can't resist.” 


“PU be living alone for the first time in 

my life, but that's OK. I was an only child until 
I was 12,50 I know how to entertain myself. 
That's те, age three, smoking а corncob."" 


“For the Playmate of the Year shooting, 
Pompeo Posar, the photographer, 
and I went down to Cabo San Lucas, 
at the tip of the Baja. We 

stayed in a friendly hotel called the 
Finisterra. Every morning, a 

boat would drop us off at a deserted 
beach and we'd take pictures. П 

was beautiful. I've never scen 

such wildlife. One pelican 

spent the whole day watching 

me take my clothes off.” 


“My family used to go to Fort Lauderdale, 
This picture shows me when I was about 
seven. I'd rent a raft or go to the Everglades 
and watch Indians wrestle alligators.” 


“Cabo San Lucas isa 
place for lovers and 
honeymooners. I'd like 
to go back with my guy 
or maybe a group of 
friends. Spend the day 
in the sun sipping 
Mexican wine. Snorkel- 
ing. Getting tan. Гос 
been spoiled. I went 
naked for a week 

down there. It's going 
to be hard back in 

the States ping and 
untying a bikini top. I'd 
rather go bareass.” 


“I had this dog named 
Jacques when I was 

12 years old. I just 
bought a baby Yorkshire 
terrier to keep me 
company in L.A. His 
name is Shamus.” 


ERA, 
“I may be moving to California, but I want to report that I 

still don't have stars in my eyes. I'm not an aspiring actress. 

Being chosen Playmate of the Year is an honor. Sort of like 

the night I was clected home-coming queen at Hazelwood High. 
I've got to get back to work. I'll be taking courses at UCLA, 
modeling and playing backgammon at Hef's. It should be fun.” 
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further definitions 


from 1811 Dictionary of the Vulgar Tongue, compiled by Captain Grose. London 


“BARGAIN 


ANGLING FOR FARTHINGS, Begging out of a 
with a cap or box let 
t the end of a Jong string. 

BALUM RANCUM. A hop or dance where 
the women are all prostitutes. The com- 
pany dance in their birthday suits. 

BARGAIN. To sell a bargain: A species of 
wit much in vogue at the end of the reign 
of Queen Anne. Dean Swift says that the 
maids of honor often amused themselves 
with In answer to the question What? 
by the buyer, the seller names his or her 
hinder parts. To wit: A lady would come 
into room, crying out in apparent 
fright, “It is white and follows me!” 
When one of the company asked What?, 
she sold him the bargain by replyin, 
“Minc ase.” 

TEDMAKER. А woman employed at Cam- 
bridge to wait on students, sweep theii 
rooms, etc. They are generally blest with 
pretty daughters who unmake the beds 
fast as their mothers make tl 
TELLY PLEA. The plea of pregr 
erally adduced by female felons cap 
convicted. They take care to provide К 
this previous to their trials by means of 
child getter—there is one in every gaol— 
who thus qualifies the ladies to procure a 
respite. 

never. An afternoon's luncheon 
fine hat, beaver's fur making fine | 
BLOWEN. A mistress or whore of a 


ison window 


gentle- 
man of the scamp. The blowen kidded 
the swell into a snoozing ken and shook 


him of his dummee and thimble: The girl 
inveigled the gendeman into а brothel 
and stole his pocketbook and watch. 


BUTTERED BUN. A man lying with a wom- 
an who has just lain with another man 
is said to have found a buttered bun. 
CORPORAL. To mount a corporal and four: 
to be guilty of onanism. The thumb is the 
corporal, the four fingers the privates. 

cow. To sleep like а cow, with an a-se 
at one’s ase; said of married men, who 
are supposed to sleep with their backs to 
their м : 


'es, vii 


All you that in your beds do lie 

Turn to your wives and occupy 

And when that you have done your 
best, 

Turn ase to ase and take your 
rest. 


нат. Old hat: а woman's privities, be- 
cause frequently felt. 

HORNFAIR. At Charlton in Kent on Saint 
Luke's Day, the 18th of October, a riotous 
crowd meets at Cuckold's Point and 
marches through Greenwich to Charlton 
with horns on their heads. At the 
sold every sort of horn and even the gin- 
gerbread figures have horns. The vulgar 
tradition has it that the fair originated 
when King John, out hunting from the 
palace of Eltham, rambled to the hamlet 
of Charlton, entered a cottage and, being 
struck with the beauty of the mistress, pre- 
vailed upon her modesty. Her husband, 
returning suddenly, surprised them naked 
and threatened to kill them. Whereupon, 
the king was obliged to discover himself 
and to offer the ownership of the hamlet, 
a purse of gold and'a grant of Imd from 
there to Cuckokl's Point, A sermon is 


fair is 


RIBALDRY | 


ILLUSTRATIONS BY BRAD HOLLAND 


Ribald Classic 


preached at Charlton church on the 
day. 

PLAISTER OF WARM GUTS. One warm belly 
clapped to another; a receipt frequently 
prescribed for different disorders 
rinatpay. Vulgar, abusive language. 
was spoken by ribilds. Ribalds 
originally mercenary soldiers who trav 
cled about serving апу master for pay 
bur afterward they degenerated into mere 
banditti. 

SH-T-NG THROUGH THE TEETH. Hark ye, 
tiend, have you got a padlock on your 
-se that you sh-t through your teeth? 
Vulgar address то one vomiting, 
SHOKTNEELED WENCH, A girl apt to fall 
on her back. 

SOOTERKIN. A joke upon the Dutch wom 
en, supposing that, by their constant use 
of stoves, which they place under their 
petticoats, they breed a kind of small ani- 
mal in their bodies. It is called а sooter- 
when matured to the size of a 
slips out. 

awiss, (Irish) А jordan or pot de cham- 
bre. A Mr, Richard Twiss having, in his 
Travels, written a very unfavorable de 
scription of the Irish character, the in- 
habitants of Dublin, by way of 1 
thought it proper to christen this utensil 
by his name—suflice it to say that the bap- 
tismal rites were not wanting lor the 
ceremony. This epigram was made: 


sudi 


were 


Perish the country! Yet, my name 
Shall ne'er in story be forgot. 

But still, the more increase in fam 
The move the country goes to pot. 
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HE EMPIRE 15 CRUMBLING, the pound. 

is slipping and Twiggy is positively 

zalig, but one thing will never 

change—the British knack with a 
picnic. Conceivably, the outing in the 
country has its genesis in the plowman's 
lunch, hearty victuals packed for field 
hands who worked too far from the 
manor to return for their midday repast. 
But it wasn’t until the early 19th Cen- 
tury, when a group of London bucks 
formed the Picnic Society, that the word 
picnic came into fashion. 

British picnics come in all sizes and 
prices. For some, the only way is to park 
the Bentley outside Fortnum’s or Harrods 
long enough for the chauffeur to fetch 
a yard of smoked salmon, a bucket of 
Iranian caviar and magnums of chilled 
Moet or nd Siécle—the bare necessi- 
ics. Then it’s olf to Glyndebout Ascot, 
Epsom (if it's Derby day) other 
centers of prestigious alfresco d 

Unlike the barbecue. the luau or the 
féte champéire, traditional English pic- 
nic fare is a cold collation. Mr. Pepys 
wanted no more than “some bottles of 
id beer and some cold fowl,” but 
the gamut runs through game pies, York 
ham, Cornish pasties, potted shrimps or 
lobster, smoked fish, bangers and Cole- 
n's mustard, chicken, partridge, phe: 
1 duck, Scotch eggs, pickled egg: 
and pickled walnuts to stilton, cheddar 
nd cheshire cheeses nibbled with Ja- 
cob's water biscuits or wholemeal rolls 
and crisp Cox's orange pippins. And if 
there’s a finer dessert than fresh straw- 
berries from a local farm, heaped with 


A Proper Picnic 
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FOOD AND DRINK 


By Emanuel Greenberg 


Devonshire cream, the English don’t care 
to know about it. 

A fitted wicker picnic basket is a stal- 
t companion any time you make for 
a day in the meadow; but when you're 
dining outdoors à la Blighty, it's a must, 
You'll also want a lightweight insulated 
chest to transport perishables and а 
vacuum bottle or two for iced drinks. 
Champagne, beer and white wine require 
icing if you're traveling any distance. One 
needn't risk the heirloom crystal, but 
handsome china, silverware and serving 
pieces are austomary—and any decent 
bubbly deserves a slender flute or tulip 


ENGLAND'S LOYAL SONS AND DAUGHTERS STILL 


2 


BELIEVE THAT DINING ALFRESCO DOESN'T MEAN ABANDONING THE AMENITIES 
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champagne glass. "There's no better table 
than a damask cloth spread sur l'herbe. 
Before battening down, check off the 
don't-orgets: salt, pepper, can opener, 
bottle opener, corkscrew, ice cubes, par- 
ing knife, bread knife, plastic bags for 
refuse, catsup, mustard, chutney—what- 
ever condiments are called. for. And do 
heed John Milton's admonition: “Accuse 
not Nature, she hath don her part; Do 
thou but thi 


SAVORY DIP 


Tiny baby Brussels sprouts, young as- 
paragus tips. young green beans, cherry 
oes, celery sticks, radishes, young 
zucchini strips, thinly sliced 
white turnip, cucumber sticks, cauliflow- 
er and broccoli florets 
Trim and clean vegetables, Cut into 
itesize pieces where necessary. Pack in 
tic bags and keep chilled. 


SAVORY DIP 


% cup sour cream 
% cup yoghurt 

1 clove garlic 

1 tablespoon minced oi 
1 tablespoon minced р: 


1 tablespoon minced dill 


blue cheese, crumbled 
Salt, pepper, to taste 

Combine sour cream and yoghurt in 
bowl. Crush garlic in press and add to 
bowl, along with other ingredients. М 
and chill. Serve with vegetable nibbles. 


CORNISH 


1 package piccrust mis 
уд 10. top round steak, pounded thin 
and minced 

1 cup diced raw potato (small dice) 

14 medium onion, finely chopped 

I teaspoon s 

14 teaspoon pepper 

4 teaspoon nutmeg 

2 tablespoons finely chopped p 

1 egg beaten with I 

Prepare piecrust according to package 
directions. Chill. Combine meat, potato, 
onion, seasonings and parsley. Roll out 
piecrust and cut imo six rounds, cach 
neter (use saucer or small 
plate as cutting guide). Put generous por- 
tion of meat mixture on half of cach 
round. Brush edge of round with beaten 
egg, loll pastry over and press edges 
Г to seal. Cut small opening in 
top crust and brush surface with beaten 

. Bake in preheated 400° Е. oven for 
nutes, Reduce heat to 350° F. and 
30 minutes more. 


sley 
lespoon water 


SCOTCH EGGS 


6 hard-cooked eggs, chilled and shelled 
1 Ib. sausage meat 

Flour 

1 large egg, lightly beaten. 

Dry bread crumbs 

Oil or shortening 


rab handful of sausage meat and pat 
thin. Roll around an egg, sealing tightly. 
Dust with flour, dip in beaten egg and 
roll in crumbs. Repeat with all eggs, 
then chill so breading sets. Fry in hot 
deep fat, about 385° F., until sausage is 
Drowned and cooked through. Serve with 
mustard and gherkins. 


ROUND T 


BLE SALAD 


2 cups diced, cooked turkey 

1 cup diced smoked tongue 

4 cup diced smoked ham 

8-4 tablespoons vinaigrette dressing 
2 hard-cooked eggs, chopped 

14 cup water chestnuts, thinly sliced 
% cup pitted ripe olives, sliced 

% cup celery, thinly sliced 

3 tablespoons minced parsley 

Salt, рерре 


y e, approxima 
Tomatoes, grapes 
Toss turkey, tongue and ham with 

vinaigrette, to moisten. Fold in eggs, wa- 

ter. chestnuts, olives, celery and parsley. 

Add З or 4 healthy grinds black pepper. 

Pack into plastic containers and keep 

cool. Blend with mayonnaise before 

serving. Add salt, if necessary. Garnish 
plates with tomato quarters and small 
bunches of grapes. 


кау 


POTTED SHRIMPS 


1 Ib. cooked shrimps, peeled and de- 
veined 

1⁄4 Ib, butter 

2 dashes Tabasco, or to taste 

1% teaspoon garlic powder 

14 teaspoon mace 

Salt, to taste 

Lemon, optional 


The tiny, tender West Coast bay 
shrimps are best; otherwise, use sn 
size available. If shrimps are r 


leave them whole; if not, put through 
medium blade of food grinder, Melt but- 
ter in skillet. Add shrimps, Tabasco, 
garlic powder, mace and salt. Bring to 
simmer, but do not boil. Taste, remem- 
bering that seasoning will be muted 
when cold. Lift shrimps into small crocks 
or ramekins, sprinkle lightly with lemon, 
if you like. Heat butter until it foams 
nd skim. Pour over shrimps, so that all 
pieces are covered, When cool, seal tight- 


ly with plastic wrap or foil. Will keep at 

ist one week in refrigerator. Serve with 

sliced black bread and crisp 
dishes. 


POTTED CHEESE 


1 1b. aged cheddar 


16 teaspoon curry powder 

1⁄4 cup chopped chives 

1 tablespoon Pommery mustard 
1 oz. cognac 

2 tablespoons butter, softened 


Grate cheese. Toss with curry powder 
and chives. Blend gradually with mus- 
tard, cognac and butter. Stir until 


smooth and spreadable, adding more 
butter, mustard or a little cream, if nec- 
essary. Pack into crocks or ramekins. Seal 
ightly with plastic wrap or foil. Store in 
refrigerator. Bring to room temperature 
before serving—with wholemeal rolls, 
French bread or plain crackers, 


STRAWBERRIES "DEVO: 


nr 


1 pint small ripe strawberries, washed 
and hulled 

14 cup strawberry liqueur 

4-02. container whipped cream cheese 

34 cup heavy cream 

Brown sugar 

Sprinkle strawberries with liqueur. 
Chill. Stir cream cheese to soften, Grad- 
ually beat in cream until smooth. To 
serve. spoon “Devonshire” cream over 
berries. Sprinkle lightly with brown sug- 
ar, as desired. 


HOCK CUP 


1 bottle fruity white w 

12 ozs. Amontillado sherry 

1 bottle (28 025.) club soda 

Lemons 

Cucumber 

This is best made at the picnic site. 
The wines and soda should be chilled. 
Combine in pitcher, adding soda 
last. Garnish each serving with thin slice 
lemon and slice cucumber. 


CLARET CUP. 


1 boule dry red wine 

Juice of 1 lemon 

Juice of 2 oranges 

4 ozs. ruby port 

9 ozs, brandy 

Su mu e 

lub soda, chilled 
Lemons, orange: 
Wine and soda should be chilled. 

Combine first 5 ingredients. Taste. Add 

sugar. To serve, pour over ice in glass or 

cup. Top with splash of soda. Stir. Gar- 

nish with slice cach lemon and orange. 


liced 


BALAKLAVA CHARGE 


1 oz. Pimm's 

14 oz. vodk 

3 оз. Schweppes Bitter Lemon 

Slice lime, sprig mint 

Over ice in Boz. highball glass, pour 
Pimm’s and vodka; st Add 
lemon, stir once. G 
and mint spri 
No proper Bı 


Among the old reliables, there're the Hock 
Cup. Claret Cup, Pimm's and pink gin, 
plus beer, hard d spiked 
lemonad 


ider 


le, 
Ah, the British; when they 
па picnic—it’s a picnic, 
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Flagrante 
Тао! 


it’s still the same old story— 
getting caught is half the fun 


“Jeremy, Im back! “Look this up in your marriage manual!” 
I've decided to forgive you!” 
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PANTENDELICTO! 1019112021. 


“Go ahead, Sweetie—show him what 
you've got that he hasn't got." 


“Maxwell! You got it up?” “Wow! Ат I ever the last to know!" 
164 
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“Hey! Last Thursday on the “It’s later than you think, Stanley Pottsman 
Johnny Carson show—right?" Follansbee. You haven't got time for a quickie.” 


UPS. „л 2 [PS 
Я 0 weirdest 
Wore d m PANNE, TS 


€ 


“Just hop on, Marsha. I'll explain later." 
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BERNSTEIN (continued from page 138) 


“As Bernstein's hand found her crotch (encased in cotton 
underpants), the rooster let out a blood-jelling shriek.” 


shuflling about in worn shoes. Bernstein 
made three more false starts on his writ- 
ing. He cocooned himself in pipe smoke. 

Soon Elvía emerged from the bedroom 
and, as if providing a leitmotiv to her 
ntrance, the rooster crowed. This time 
it sounded subdued, discreet. 

Bernstein took off his thick eyeglasses 
the slender girl. 
id. His voice clotted. “Come 


She came to the table and stood as if 
at attention, mop in hand, Wet streaks 
formed on the slate floor. Bernstei 
studied the solemn brown face. She was 
not a beauty, but her skin was like fine 
beige leather. The slanted eyes were mid- 
night black, the teeth dazzling white, like 
an alabaster necklace. She wore a short 
scarlet dress and purple knee socks. Her 
gleaming black hair was parted in the 
middle, A single thick braid, like a 
mule skinners whip, depended down 
her 


indy, Bernstein put one 
hand under the scarlet skirt, She did not 
move. She remained at semiauention, 
her tiny brown hands locked on the mop. 

ү you... 

Bernstein stroked the satiny Hesh—out- 
side of thigh, inside. As his shivering 
hand found her crotch (encased in rough 
cotton underpants), the rooster let out a 
blood-jelling shriek of such violence as 
to rattle the windowpanes. 

Cu-cu-ru-cuuuuw. . . 

The writer. drew. hand from the 
wiry hairs, removed it from the red skirt. 
‘Throughout, the Indian girl had re- 
mained immobile. Her flinty eyes were 
focused into the garden—unleeling, non- 


а... could you... inside .. . 

"Senor, I need shoes. I need a hundred 
pesos for shoes. It is not good that some- 
one who has such poor shoes work for 
such rich peopl 

Before she finished talking, Be 
had. peeled a 100-peso note from the roll 
he carried in his bathrobe pocket. He 
shoved it into her hand. She smiled. The 
teeth. blinded Bernstein. 

When she went downstairs to the kitch- 
en to start the comida, Bernstein locked 
himself in the bathroom and masturbated 
nto a wad of Kleenex. As he 


nstein 


exploded and gouts of milky stuff trickled 
to his guilty fingers, the rooster screamed. 
. 

In the evening, after a stroll around 
the jardin and the streets of little shops, 
use to purchase fresh rolls and ripe 

the Bernsteins would return to 
k house and fight the fire. Then 
id or try to catch a ghostly 
American radio station for news. Some- 
times they played Scrabble or gin rummy. 

Bernstein told Norma about the mouey 
he had given Elvia for shoes. 

Norma shrugged. "It can't do any harm, 
ight dollars. We pay her twelve a week, 
and Señora Ortega says that's too much." 

“I thought I'd let you know. They say 
once you spoil them, there's no end to 
it. She's OK, but that’s the last time she 
hits me up for money." 

Norma touched his hand. "Alvin, I 
have a confession to make. 1 gave her a 
hundred pesos for clothing for her chil- 
dren, I couldn't help it.” 

Both laughed, then kissed. 

"Boy, are we ever a pair of bleeding- 
Is," Bernstein said. Guilt over 
his wandering right hand, the probing of 
Elvia's thighs washed away. The m: 
was part of the scene—sunburned, 
poverished, fascinating in her tawny way. 
He would not touch her again. He would 
ive her no more money. He would treat 
her with that cruel indifference in which 
Mexican men excelled. 

[һе book goes well, Alvin 
adly. It's the only aspect of our life 
here that I find unrewarding." 

"So?" Norma asked. "Maybe you 
weren't "nt to write fiction, Alvin, 
you wrote two meaningful books on 
sociology. Maybe that's your bag. Forget 
the novel. Why not make tapes of vill 
life, that kind of thing? 


im- 


“Oscar Lewis did it already. There 
isn't much new on Mexican vil 
Bernstein put a log on the fire, reflecting 


that his heating bill for the winter would 
come to $3.20 with his next purchase of 
wood. In New Rochelle, his tenant would 
be lucky to get through the winter for 
less than 5200 a month for fuel oil. 

“We could go back earl 

“No, I love it here. Well, I like it.” 
pushed cinders and ashes under 
crackling sticks. “It’s 100 good 


He 
the 
the real 
problem. Too civilized. Clean, orderly, 


quiet. Those wonderful Indians. The sun. 
A cloud now and then would be a help. 
у, bright-blue skies, hot su 


She snuggled close. They wore bulky 
knitted sweaters against the evening cold, 
slept in sweat suits and ski caps. “The 
writing'll come, Alvin. I have faith. What 
a dope I was, raising that fuss about 
bandits and scorpions and cholera. Its 
fer than New Rochell 
"But not conducive to crc: 
Utopia isn't the best climate for art. 

Distant crowing filtered through the 
locked windows. The rooster sounded 
worn ош, wearied by its incessant 
screaming. 


ive wo! 


. 

In gratitude for the shoes, Elvia invited 
the Bernsteins to her home, to meet her 
children and other the 
family. 

The house, or complex of houses, was 
not more than a quarter of a mile from 
the street on which the Bernsteins lived. 
But because of the hilly, ridged terr 
it might have been five miles away. Bern- 
stein and his wife trudged up slop 
streets, past shuttered windows, alleys 
strewn with donkey turds, packs of 
pariah dogs and an occasional beggar, to 
a high, ruinous wall. Two doorways had 
been cut into the crumbling facade. 

Within. three crude houses surrounded 
a filthy court in which chickens, pigs, dogs 
ched and squabbled. 2 
aked children played а 


members of 


um m e 

The maid came out of one of 
houses. She smiled, baring the tecth u 
had so inflamed Bernstein. She wore a 


the 


pair of gleaming black-leather pumps 
h brass buckl 
“Nor very sensible, id. "She 


threw the money away. 
you think she'd have gotten loafers or 
work shoes?” 

“Be tolerant, Norma. 
few pleasures.” 

Several women emerged. Two were 
sisters, two Were cousins, One an aunt 
They were all small and brown. Ber 
stein wondered where the men were. 
Father? Brothers? Undes? Were either 
of the fathers of her children in resi 
dence? He did not ask. Elvia was busy 
showing off her two small sons. They 
seemed to Bernstein to be sluggish, mild 


Irs one of her 


children. 
“Will they go to school?” Norma asked. 
in hesitant Spanish. 


“If we have the money," Elvía said. 
"It takes much money." 

‘Oh, we can help," Bernstein blurted. 
“I mean later, when they grow up. If it 
isn't 


N 


а warn 


ng glance ar 


The sons, one two years old and the 
other three—my God, Bernstein thought, 
she had the first kid when she was J6! 

(continued on page 221) 


b RÀ 


ILIE THE 
TERRIBLE 


personality By MIKE LUPICA 


DOMINIQUE NASTASE, One of the world's most beautiful 
women, has turned away/from the tennis court at Forest 
Hills where her husband; е, is pi 
Pohmann. She lowers her sung] 
still looks away from the 
‘Oh, no,” she says. "Hc i: 
“The crowd has been get 
mad," says M 


ying Hans-Jürgen 
es over her eyes but 


rting, isn't he, Meetch?” 
ng on him very bad 
ea “Mecich” Oprea, Ше 
friend and adyisor, who is sitting beside Dominique. 


he is 


the master of touch tennis 
swings at linesmen, 
Swears at photographers 
and gives the crowds 

a balkan peace sign 


“Trouble,” says 

“Trouble, trouble." 1 
On the court, a Pohmann backhand lands close to the 
line, but Nastase does not attempt to play it, thinking 
it is out. Linesman Jerry Manhold calls the ball good. 
asc cannot believe it. He is holding his head and 

in Romanian. 

a good thing no one here understands 


shaking her head. 


GU THLE 
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Romanian,” whispers Meetch. 

“Ilie, forget it, forget it; just play.” 
Dominique is talking to herself. She looks 
back at the court and watches her husband 
very closely, This is the “trouble” she is 
worrying about. 

"Is so much out! Is so much ош!" 
Nastase shouts at the lineman now, 
English. He walks toward him, hands up- 
тайса and shaking with anger. “Ball is 
so much ounuuut! Come look at the mark 


hold just stands there, arms folded 
across his blue blazer, watching this 
storm move toward him. He will not go 
out and look at the mark on the day: he 
just shakes his head. “The ball was good, 
Ше,” he says calmly. 

"It is happening, isnt it. Мес?" 
Dominique asks in a quiet voice, She 
used to bite her fingernails during Ш 


matches; now her hands shake noticeably 

as she | 

bad, isn’t it? He's not going to stop. 
Mectch docs not say anything, just 


watches his friend. He and Dominique 
have seen all of this before. Nastase is 
too close to the linesman now, maybe two. 
feet away. 

“Son of a bitch! Son of a bitch!" 

Nastase is nose 10 nose with the man. 
Manhold has not moved. “Son-of-a-bitch 
ball is so much ош is funny. Why not 
come out and look at the mark for me? 
Do me th ‚ please.” 
Nikki?” Meetch speaks to Dominique, 
whose eyes are not moving from the 
scene taking place 20 fect from her box 
scat near the court. "Do you want to 
stay here, Nikki? 

The linesman goes out, inspects the 
mark. He does not change the call. The 
point is still Pohmann's. Nastase grabs his 
head, dropping his racket, and looks to 
the sky. 

“Fucking ball is out!" He looks over to 
where his wile and his friend are sitting 
They both stare at him, waiting. Around 
them in the stadium at Forest Hills’ West 
Side Tennis Club, people are. on their 


is the Roman Colosse 
A bullfight crowd, 
called it 

“Is a cheat!" Мама 
Meetch and Dominique. 

“Meetch, 1 am going" Dominique 
says. “I cannot stand to watch him do this 
to himself.” She walks from their seats, 
then up through a photographers’ box 
way from the stadium. Oprea stay 
Nastase won the match. But before 
was over, he gave a vintage performance, 
even for him. He swore at spectators, 
at the linesmen, at Pohmann. He spit at 
when the match was over and 
swung liis racket at the umpire. A doctor 
was allowed to teat Pohmann’s leg 
cramps before the match ended—a viola- 
tion of the rules—and this led to an ugly 


€ yells over to 


the locker room between the two 


Nastase pushed the little West German. 
Pohmann started yelping about a lawsuit 
1 told. Nastase to "Fuck yourself and go 
back to Kom 
Nastase called Pohmann a 
of a bitch" and “Hitler. 
Just another placid day in the life of 
Ilie Nastase. 


“Nazi son 


. 
A week later, Nastase has played him- 
self into the semifinals of the U. 5. Open, 
g beaten Dick Stockton in the quar- 
ters. Lam sitting with Mectch, lon Tiriac 
ad Nastase’s older brother Constantine. 
п the players tent at the West 
"Tennis Club, wa 
us for lunch. 
ri 


a cigarette. He is the 38- 
ап player/coach who 
taught Nastase the game. 

“The man is not my best friend," he 
says, "but it kills me to watch the way 
they want to hang him." Tiriac has jus 
informed us that Nastase has been fined 

nd temporarily suspended for his actions 
against Pohmann but that Hie must not 
know until he loses. 


they should also fine 
the umpire, the tournament referee and 
maybe crowd, too," Nastase said angrily 
after the Pohmann maich, 
tase had not yet spoken with the 
press at the Open, but since we are both 
juvenile delinquents loose in the tennis 
world, he talked with me. No matter how 
bad he is on the court, Nastase cin come 
up and sit next to me in the stands after- 
ward, say "Hello, deir" in a falsetto fag 
voice, and we both laugh. It is hard for 
ne to stay mad at Nastase. 

When Nastase showers 


clear day at F 
long black 1 
for him, he likes to let it dry in the sun. 
Nastase serves himself a plate of roast 
beef and salad and joins us. He seems 
from the controversy that has su 
rounded him during the tournament. He 
jokes with Constantine and Meetch. He 
proudly shows off a new p 


Кошан 
who blushes at hi 
these moments is a lovable imp, his un- 
kempt hair and puckish smile making 
him look much younger than his 30 years. 
He iy the person h © calls “the good 
ше. 


“People do not know me so well 


he 
says. “They wonder why I am acting 
crazy against a guy like Pohmann. Is be- 
cause no one will give me one hundred 
percent chance, I am villain. So is OK 
for them to make noises when 1 пу to 
hit a first serve. Is OK for them to call 


me bum and yell ‘Foor fault’ But is 
difficult to play when there are fifteen 
thousand people against vou on every 
point. Sure, E am no angel, but the 
people provoke me so much. If I am 
insulted, why cannot I insult Is 
wrong? Don't 1 have rig 

There has always been some question 
of rights where Nastase is concerned. He 
is а mad artist on the court whose be- 
There 
for him. All it takes is one 
st him. Then all is 
He sees nothing wrong in 
retaliating with а tancum. И he should 
go too far, he shrugs it off afterward, as 
if to say, “ not start 

‘Sometime, I cannot help myself,” 
Nastase says in his defense. “I am show- 
man, entertainer. 1 do not know why 
Ido what I do sometimes, but to not act 
up is not my way, not my type of 
person.” 

А couple of years ago, at a tournament 
in Washington, D.C., one linesman kept 
footfaulting Nastase during a match 
against Cliff Richey. Professional ten 
players consider this a piddling call, one 
that a linesman will use as an annoyance 
more than anything else. Hie finally could 
take no more. After another foot fault, he 
took off one tennis shoe and kicked it at 
the man. 

“Put your shoe back on th 
tase,” the umpire 
g father. e 
ied around and looked at 
ihe umpire. He put his hand over his 
mouth and giggled. "But he is wantin; 
to have my shoe all day," he said. 

Opponent Richey began to pace and 
wl at his end of the court. The crowd 
was in hysterics. 

“Mr. Nastase, 
are delaying play. 
it, I'm going to default y 
went over to retrieve his shoe 
h spectators and photogr 
One photographer asked him to 
pose with the offending linesman and 
Nastase obliged. Then Nastase took a lew 
pictures of his own. Richey left the court 
with his rackets but then returned 

"Mr. Nastase,” the umpire growled. 

urned and gave him a full grin 
don't serve in fifteen second: 
the match will belong to Mr. Richey.” 

The umpire be; to count down from 
15. Nastase continued to chat with the 
ans. When the umpire got to five, Ше 
to walk slowly back to the service 
line. It was too late. He was defaulted. 

An hour later, he joined me in the 
stands to watch another match. He was 
g just like a grammar school prank 
ster who'd stayed after school that da 
but had no intention of repenting for 
his si 

“Is great,” he sighed. “Everyone will be 

(continued on page 247) 


havior knows no bounds of tast 
are no rules 


minute, 
id like a 


the umpire said, "y 


modern living By BROCK YATES cax. rr ne mos unexpected 


twist in American automotive enthusiasm since the country went cuckoo for 
gocarts, but the fact remains that this nation's good burghers—known far and 
wide for their fierce loyalty to vehicular plushness and comlort—h 
bananas for trucks. Yep. trucks. Everything from 18-wheel, twi 
13-speed diesel KWs and Peterbilts (which they do not drive) to endless 
legions of pickups and other utility vehicles of all shapes and sizes 
(which they do drive, іп stupefying numbers everywhere, from fiestas 
to funerals, from grocery stores to grand opera). Nobody has quite 
figured out why all this is happening. Surely, some of the phe- 
nomenon is related to the entire leisure-time expansion in 
America—pickups and other recreation vehicles are well suited 

to all soris of wei 
various camper units to trucking motorcycles and lumber 
for the do-it-yourselfer. But there is more to it, vaguely 
related to America’s shift toward the heartland and 
the hoary traditions of down home, as inter- 
preted by such latterday balladeers as Willie 
Nelson, Charlie Danicls and, im a broader 
sense, the country boy from the fleshpots 
of Texas, John Denver. What all this 
means is as yet unclear, but there is 
little mistaking the fact that the 


Remember the kids’ story abaut 
The Little Engine Thot Could? 
Here's its outomotive counter- 
part—the four-wheel-drive 
Subaru station wogon. 
Pick o slope, flip 
into four-wheel 
drive ond up 
you go. Bose 
price: about 
$4200. 


SURE) THOSE GLITZY, 

SIX- INCHES - OFF -THESGROUND, 
EINSPRITZED, SUPERLEGGERA'D 
SPORTS JOBBIES LOOK SEXY. 

PULLED UP ATA STOP 

LIGHT. BUT WHAT IF YOU NEED A 
MACHINE TO REALLY DO SOMETHING? 


D N 
T ET S 
EN ИТП ў P 
NE NU fr 
| [ 3 кол i 
ii 1 es 
П Pell | Paes 
a 2 
Ё а. ë \ 
ж 
١ иф 1 \ 


E 
[T] ме... 
Pens 


2 


x 


corn-pone nostalgia craze has set hundreds of thousands of Americans loose 
on the highways in trucks and fantasy tough-guy vehicles of all types. From 
Sunset Boulevard to Fifth Avenue, one can witness the amazing sight of 

otherwise sane adults who have forsaken their Buick Electra 225s, with the 

quadraphonic sound and the tiltanc-telescope steering wheels and the crushed- 

upholstery, lumping along in shortbed pickup trucks and towering 
four-wheel-drive behemoths that look as if they ought to be hauling pipe on 
the North Slope. What in hell is going on here? 

“H's а weird thing with mc and my pickup,” says a young Ор 
York banking executive. "For years, I was into sports cars—MGs and Porsche 
but I had this buddy who had an old International pickup that he used for 
everything. It was his sports car, only the thing could actually be used in dozens 
of situations where I wouldn't darc take my (text continued on page 196) 


left: Here, three intrepid explorers go ape in Chicago's Lincoln Park Zoo. Their long- 
wheelbased Jeep CJ-7 that’s equipped with a limited-edition Golden Eagle package 
(special high-gloss paint, striping, Levi's interior and top, spoked steel wheels and more), 
plus power steering, power brakes, air conditioning, automatic transmission and a 
powerhouse V8 will set you bock about 7500 bananas. Left, below: The 1977 Chevy 
Blazer will ge! up ond go just about any place you point it—even to the John G. Shedd 
Aquarium. Under its hood, there's a 400-cu-in. VB in tandem with three-speed automatic 
and full-time four-wheel drive. Pile on additional goodies, such as special paint and wheels, 
grille guard, rooftop carrier, auxiliary lights—the option route goes on forever—end you'll 
have about $10,200 worth of machine. Below: You'll love it at a Levitz’ Furniture store—or 
anywhere else you take Dodge's new personolized pickup, the Warlock. Why the name? 
Well, climb behind its sport steering wheel, punch the throttle and discover how it con 
make traffic disappear foster than you can say Beelzebub. And if you're heading off-road, 
the Warlock comes with four- as well as two-wheel drive and a variety of engines up to a killer 
440 cv. in. The price: about $7000, depending on how many slick tricks you want it to perform. 


Above: The Series E-150 Ford von with o 138-inch wheelbose ain't no fish story. Tucked 
under its hood is о 351-cu.in. VB engine ond, inside, the living is mighty easy, 
becouse the engine is under the hood ond not stuffed into the possengers’ comport- 
ment. Thus, you get moximum interior space os well os increosed crosh protection, 
Add some options such as dorkened Privacy Gloss ond you've got yourself а living 
room on wheels. Not bod for about $7025. Right: The Dotsun Li'l Hustle ot it 
egoin—outdistancing the big boys with its 10-inch wheelbose and peppy four- 
speed trons. (Three-speed automotic ond five-speed monual are optionol.) If 

the 100-inch cramps your style, there's olso the “stretch” bed 110-inch ond с 

King Cob model that hos about 11 cubic feet of storage spoce behind the 

seats (room enough for golf bogs). The Li'l Hustler bose price? Under $4000. 
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THE MARY 
OR. SIRANGELOVES 


brzezinski has the job right now, but he is interchangeable with other 
old world intellectuals who talk with accents and plan for doomsday 


ME | 


THE REMOVAL of Dr. Henry Kissinger 
from constant media attention 

has not proved as traumatic to Dr. 
Strangelove addicts like myself 

as I feared. Even with the help of an 
entirely new act in Washington to 
laugh at—and the break-the-news- 
gently understanding as far back - 
as November 1976 that the good 
German doctor would have to 

n out his desk in the office of 

ry of State—it could have 
been a real tough slice of cold turkey. 
After all, with Dr. Kissinger around, 
I did not need to rely entirely on those 


terribly infrequent two-in-the- 
morning television reruns of Stanley 
Kubrick's cinematic masterpiece. 
With Kissinger almost always on the 
tube, I had the real thing. 

Now, I find out, E really shouldn't 
worty. In the academic and founda- 
tion worlds, Henry Kissingers, it seems, 
are a dime a dozen. There are plenty 
of windup Strangeloves out there, 
holding their breath in anticipation. 
The sad truth is that Kissinger was not 
unique, after all; 
reasonable facsimiles lying around to 
fill up a war room, Most of them 


there are enough 
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not by a long shot the only individual 
out there who can offer a taste of the Old 
World charm and menace and a few 
unreadable books on foreign policy (or 
on an even more arcane specialty). 

There is, indeed, a Strangelove class, 
but it surfaces usly. like a U-boat in 
hostile waters. Its style, enchantingly 
secretive and stiff, is to stay submerged, 
in as murky and deep water as possible. 
Like their Mafia counterparts, these 
Herren Doktoren consider it bad for busi- 
nes to pop up every other night on 
the tube (overexposure might erode the 
novelty of the act). Remember Joe 
Colombo? The Mob leader who or 
ized the inritatingly visible J 
American Civil Rights League and hid 
to be severely dealt with when he would 
not cool it at the request of organized 
«тіше» national commission? Well, Kis- 
inger was actually the Joc Colombo of 
the Strangelove mob—except his act was 
so good that even President Carter, it 
seems, still gets a laugh out of it. 


Membership in the Strangelove elite 
is by mutual recognition. But there are 
definite requirements. You must be a mad 


sci 


ntist, political or physical, with some 
scriousminded academic specialty. Nu- 
clear chemistry, particle physics or str: 
1egic theory, for instance, will do n 
And though one highly reg 
of the Strangelove elite lists Bayonne, 
New Jersey, as his birthplace, it helps to 
have been born in a foreign country. But 


States, you somehow just can't lose are 
actually less important than the 
to think in foreign terms, cither in the 
е European country or 
ne intellectual language 
psolute necessity is to have 
thought a great deal about war, especi 
nuclear war, and, if you have not actua 
helped build a nuclear weapon, to have 
proposed ways for its use (or for the use 
of some other monstrous weapon). Sur- 
prisingly enough, however, you do not 
have to be a cardboard hawk to be in. 
Dr. Strangelove himself, alter all, under- 
tood that the Doomsday Machine м 
designed only to usher in an era of cter- 
nal peace. This often-forgotten paradox. 
leads to a final, glittering iridescence: 
Each member of this special breed goes 
out of his way to put intellectual. dis- 
tance between himself and his Strange- 
love colleagues. Like theologians arguing 
about the number of angels that can fit 
on the head of , our high-class 
hustlers create mountains out of mole- 
hills to blur the forest from the tees. 
wst always remember that, while 
e and distinct entities, these dis- 
form a class of 


bitious intellectual entrepreneurs rum- 
ning the same horse race, The dille 
ence in the positions they take often is 
exaggerated so they do not scem inter- 
changeable; they know all too well the 
penalty of history for duplication. Taken 
together, they are ig proof that a 
long name, a foreign accent and some 
really strange ideas can take you far in 
this world. 


For the moment, the most eye-catching 
in the Strangelove elite is Zbigniew 
Brzezin: whom President — Cari 


Council, just as Nixon 


ger 
ght years before. Brz is vay 
much like Kissinger, though not nearly 
as subtle. The son of a Polish diplomat 
who fled to Canada in the wake of the 
Communist take-over of Poland, Zbig, а 


his friends affectionately refer to him, 
became one of us in 1958 at the a of 
30. In 1968, he violated one of the 


significant canons in the Strangelove 
code of ethics: He spoke out on an is- 
sue of domestic policy, thereby letting the 
cat out of the bag. The isue under dis- 
cussion was the student rebellion 
Columbia U ity, where he was the 
resident Kremlin expert. In The New 
Republic, of all places, Zbig implicitly 
ailed against "concessionism" and stated 
flatly thar the leaders of the movement 
were “historical irrelevants" who would 
have no role to play in the future, As 
Arthur P. Mendel, a distinguished pro- 
fessor of Russian history, later wrote, the 
good Polish doctor's reference to students 
as historical irrelevants smacked of the 
kind of thinking used to justify the 
bloodshed and terror of the Stalinist r 
gime. However, Brzezinski is а member 
of the NAACP. His peers wonder if this 
isn't all too transparent. 

Zhigs favorite topic is the coming 
“technetronic society" in which, evi- 
dendy, there will be no room made 
Tor upstarts who disagree with him. Aside 
from this, no one seems to know exactly 
what a technetronic society is Some 
think it may mean a lot of color TVs, 
cable movies and stereos. (The Pentagon, 
tually, is thinking more along the 
сз of a computerized battlefield.) Zbig, 
you should note, has made a big point 
of disagreeing with Kissinger’s détente 
posture toward the Russians, but there is 
less here than meets the сус. Zbig's own 
sense of the coming technetronic society 
implies that we аге all plugged in to the 
ame toaster, anyway. 


DR. 


DOLPROOF 


Until recently, Dr. Fred Charles Iklé 
(pronounced ceclay) was the director of 
the U.S. Control and Disarma 
ment Agency, where his job was to harden 


Arms 


the agency's “soft” image. Neverthe- 
less, his appointment by Richard Nixon 
in 1973 still causes endless mirth among 


his pecrs, surprised but amused that a 


tment. 
Dr. Iklé was born in Samaden, Switz- 
id, in 1924, and still cultivates а pal- 
able accent. A slender man of average 
height but unusual, towering s, Ile 
has toiled in the fields of Harvard, 
MIT and the Rand Corporation and, 
like Kissinger and Brzezinski, has written 
a number of semicomprehensible books, 
of which The Social Impact of Bomb 
Destruction is the best as far as plot is 
ned, Iklé's trick is to assume sani 
iti on nuclear warfare 
that on closer inspection turn out to be 
textbook Strangelove. The current system 
of nuclear deterrence, he points out, 
"rests on a form of wi re universal 
condemned since the Dark Ages—the 
mass killing of hostages.” He wants to r 
place it with a more “foolproof o 
Tkle’s solution is lo retarget U. S. rockets 
at Russian military installations, but this 
is what students of strategic theory other- 
wise refer to as а firststrike posture. The 
one hitch in the proposal, therefore, is 
that once we've emptied our missile silos 
by hitting the Russians, they will be 
tempted to lob back not at cmpty silos 
but, rather, at our packed cities. So back 
to the drawing board, Dr. Iklé, (See Dr. 
s solution, below.) 
The good Swiss doctor writes that “over 
20 years ago, we lost comprehension— 
emotive and human terms—of the reality 
of nuclear weapons.” But the nest state 
ment illustrates vividly the ngelov 
tendency toward startling 
cess, like а paraplegic jump from a wheel- 
chair: “Because the United States is both 
society and also the foremost nu- 
ion, we alone can communicate 
realities to the world at large. 
Iklé accordingly reminds us and anyone 
who might dare disagree with him that 
the med the message: "We have to 
the usability of nuclear 


cone 


these 


. Indeed, аз we 
all know, weapons are carefully 
ned for ready use." 


designed 


positions sometimes seem € 
ted, as if to suggest they are markedly 
distinguishable from those of other 
Strangeloves, While this is true in a cer- 
ain unimportant sense, the exaggeration 
is more a product of the need for pos 
tioning than of any substantive need. 1 
wuth, with Iklé, the only thing that is 
really different is that the accent is Swiss. 


S 


DR. WAR 

Dr. Robert Strausz-Hupé, born in Vi- 
enna, came to the New World in 1923 
and was naturalized in 1938 (are all these 


(continued on page 236) 


“OK, that's it—find somebody who can type it up.” 
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memoir By WILLIAM ROY SMITH экоо it with your wife's best 
friend is a fine art that cuts both ways—the confessions of an honest adulterer 


I AM AGHAST IN ECSTASY. Outside, a mountain bird slides up and down its effortless scales, then, satisfied, gives it up 
and there is silence except for the slurping noise of her lips on my cock. The lear of waking her two small daughters, 
asleep in the same bed, who would find their mother’s head being pressed (however tenderly) close to my groin, of 
my wife's wandering sleepily toward the bathroom outside the cabin and being treated to the sight of my leisurcly 
pumping hips, the sound of her friend's contented murmurs—it is enough to unman Priapus. 

But it docsn't. We go at it until I feel myself explode in a silent orgasm. We kiss, I pull my pants up from 
around my feet, we part. The children's loud breathing hasn't missed a beat, my wile may perhaps have moaned 
her passage through a dark dream of jealousy, but it was only a dream and she, too, sleeps. Once again, I have done 
the dance of secret sex and escaped—safe except for the long, uneasy wondering at the power exercised by my demon 
of the gonads. 

I wonder: Is it possible to nourish an honest, loving and enduring relationship with Jan (who happens, 
happily, to be my wife) and somehow to do something with those stirrings that keep my prick wigwagging like a 
semaphore of the groin? Abstractly, Га have contempt for a weak-willed man accepting a blow job from another 
woman in the same room with her children. A stiff prick has no conscience—nor does a well-oiled cunt—but there 
are l Yet I did it; when she reached for me in that moon-suuck cabin, no consideration on earth would have 
kept my trousers from dropping. 

It is a hurting struggle to balance commitment to a mate with sexual openness. My friends—especially the ones 
from New York—say “Cheat.” And they give me the bleary, weary smile carmarked for childish provincials who 
think that either fidelity or honesty are real-world possibilities. My feminist friends backhand the man’s pain— 
loving one woman, burning for others—and accuse me of begging for that well-beaten c horse, the double 
standard. Susan says: “Men! When you're not whinnying about your conquests, you're whining about your pain! 
Well, what about Jan? Do you want her to sleep around 

Hardly. My vision of happiness does not include my wife as the belle of the orgy. Even so, there is in my heart 


a reservoir that wishes for her the pleasures I find myself seeking and, once in a while, finding in sex with others. 
Sexual pleasures nourish me, their memories warm me. My teeth are getting longer; age is no illusion! It is happening 
id, “You have the body of 
a Greek god.” We had been hitting the wine ferociously, the girl was kind, the compliment w cliché—still, the 
memory is good. Her words remain after the taste and the smell of her have dissipated and, in a mild and silent 
way, I hope that Jan has similar good sex to help carry her through the snoring, scratching, farting, belching, yawn- 
ing mess that marriage insists on being on the bad days. 

But I don't desire a double standard. What I would like is for us to be able to sleep with others and not tear 
ourselves apart because of it. We've experimented some with it, with dubious results. Now, this may be soporific stult 
to those of you who have screwed one-legged teenage midget nymphos in the laundromat. I read your magazine- 
column letters, your psalms of lust without consequences. I salute you who can handle twosomes and threesomes, 
who can take on entire sweating, humping armies. With such casualness! But I have never met one of you, you 
rascals. I have met couples who have tried an open-bed policy. And I have met a corresponding number of lawyers 
and therapists who wing their winter's way to sun-stormed islands on the wages of failed sexual openness. 

t with none of the 
clumsy waltzing Jan and 1 do. My friend Alicia says, "Oh, Alex wasn't jealous when I was in California on that 
trip with Jeffrey. We just don't sleep with anybody else." What a sweet, simple statement: We just don't sleep with 
anybody else. It doesn't rain frogs, cither, but sometimes the creatures come tumbling from the sky anyway. Some- 
times men and women stray. Sometimes I get hot for somebody else. Alicia and Alex are content, they say, but that 
sort of sexual placidity eludes my dopey groir 

I burn for other women, and yet Ё despise falling into that most dreary of sexual clich 
band." On the contrary, І am beguiled by the phrase “a faithful husband." What a nice thing to be. The phra 
for me the sweetness of water for the Bedouin. One doesn’t hear much about faithful husbands these days. Nor about 
unicorns or carrier pigeons. And, bless them, there are no faithful husbands in this story, which is a tue one. 

. 

Teresa's legs opened to me courtesy of Rolling Stone, 

happiest of occ 


to me! Still, I remember a green-eyed woman who looked up as I was fucking her and 


I even know couples who have pledged themselves to perfect fidelity and who seem to handle 


"the cheating hus- 


nd my affair with her provided Jan and me with that 
asions: a crisis during which we acted decently toward all. Teresa was green-eyed, with a wicked, 
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The Beach Boys have the best 


And the Beach Boys know sound. 


Craig Powerplay's dual amplification produces over three times more power 
per channel than virtually any other car stereo. This componentry feature delivers 
clearer sound with less distortion at all volume levels. Not just more volume. 

The Beach Boys' Powerplay car stereos are matched with Powerplay speakers, 
which are specifically designed to handle the extra power. 

Get the best sound in car stereo and hear the Beach Boys: latest, 
"The Beach Boys Love You; on your own Craig Powerplay system. There are 
many models of Powerplay stereos and speakers to choose from. 


sound in car stereo. 


For full details and specifications on the complete Powerplay line, 
write to Craig Corp., Dept. ( E ), РО. Box 5664. 

921 West Artesia Blvd., Compton, CA 90220. 

In Canada: Withers. Evans Ltd., 3133 Sumner Ave., Burnaby, B.C. VSG 3E3 
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humorous twist to her lips and the high- 
breasted, round-butted body of a dancer. 
We'd known each other for years and 
in our town's queer scheme of things, 
there was cnough panache to being pub- 
lished in Rolling Stone that I was in her 
bed within days of my articles appear- 
ance. Her sex life was vastly more enter- 
than my own. "Mark likes to tie 
me to the bed and then fuck me three or 
four times. We go to a lot of orgies, but 
jot as much fun as it used to be." 
mentioned local restaurateur's 
name and said that he sometimes gave 
her and her husband 50 bucks to watch 
them fuck. This storm of sex deposited 
no orgasms with Teresa; there was a cer- 
tain air of work as I humped away long 
afternoons while she remi ed about an 
Arab loyer she h 

1 was cheating on Jan—we were in 
our fourth year of living together; two 
ars later, we married—and Teresa 
d Mark were sexual blabbermouths; 
my fear of getting caught and of 
possible retaliation by Jan convinced me 
I should tell her before someone else did. 

So I confessed. Jan was superb! Hurt, 


soc 


jealous, worried, but nding. 
you in love wi * No. "Do 

110 keep secing her?” Well, yes. 

ant to, I don't want to stop. 


you. I just hope you won't hide things 
from me." Jan was decency incarnate. 
Perfect, admirable candor was wrapped 
around our affair, and it was dull. Teresa 
and 1 coupled а few more times, then 
parted in wry friendship. During all this, 
Jan was superbly restrained, never once 
whacking me with a verbal rolling pi 
She did have a date while on a visit to 
her Florida home and when I asked her 


what had happened, she replied, “Noth- 
ing—we kissed some, but he was too 
skinny. Turned me off." 

Her canonization became complete 
then. If she didn't make it with some- 
body else after me and Teresa, then her 
desires must be on a superior plane for- 
to mine, So I thought. 

. 

Already, І have gotten myself drunk in 
the purposeful way of the married man 
who is hot for another woma ШУЙ, 
think, Jan would pack it in and go to 
sleep (and only sexual dread could keep 
her up this late), I could see what would 
happen with Jennifer. Jennifer's young 
man has long since gone to bed with a 


State is necessary for me to make the first 
light touch, let the first. prompting. hor 
word come from my cautious mouth 
Jennifer, Jan's best friend since they 
roomed together at college, 
eyed blonde bombshell with lovel: 
uriantly haired legs. She is 26, the 
age as Jan, and possesses many of the 


entitlements of American lif n active, 
strong intelligence, money enough for 


that conform to a male 
She chafes at the acci- 
dent of genes that made her a cliché in 
men's eyes, Jennifer has chased orgasms 
for years with little success until recently. 
The hunt has taken her and her fellow, 
Ted, through individual and group ther- 
apy, sexual vulnerability clinics, until, 
finally, she has cornered the elusive Big O 
through use of an inexpensive little ma- 
chine of which I make a mental note for 
Jan. "I'm really getting into sex these 
days, and it feels great,” says Jennifer. Z 
can feel it: Гуе experienced some pants- 
busting vibrations from her this weekend. 


op! looks 


“Hey, Slim—where does a Ms. go to gel laid around here?" 


I really do want my wife to leave me 
alone with Jennifer. Finally, Jan con- 
cedes and walks tiredly back to our bed- 
room. Little do I know that Jennifer is 
afraid of being alone with me. "I was so 
turned on to Bill.” she will tell my wife 
Jater. d didn't trust myself to be with 
him." Everyone fears me. 1 am a terror. 

Jennifer rises to go to bed; I follow 
her. Sniff, sniff! Bitch in heat I am. I 
have to see What Will Happen. A litle 
touch Between Friends, and aren't men 
supposed to become more Up Front with 
their Feelings, casier about Touching? 
Words are ble for these urges, you 
know. In the kitchen, we fence a litle 
with our good nights and I wrap my am- 
bivalent arms around Jennifi 
1 hope that my wife is sound asleep. 

The kiss is shot through with lust and 
fear—the wired tension of the married 
man who can't make up his mind. There 
certain amount of tongue dancin; 
my hands skate around her back and 
my telltale cock rises slecpily and dut 
fully. As I think of Ted alone in the b; 
‘oom, my desire is hottened knowing th: 
ennifer is just opening up sexually. 

But when she signals a halt, I'm gla 


k 


d. 
We return to our mates and ] congratu- 


late myself, a little prematurely, on my 
iron will power for not having made a 
real pass at my wife's friend. 

. 

I went to Jan's jewelry shop the next 
morning and found her alone and silent, 
frowning, haloed by an excluding silence. 
1 asked why and was genuinely puzzled 
when she 1 


“That hot kiss with Jennifer last night.” 
She had seen us reflected in the god- 
damned kitchen window. Oh, good 


Christ! Then I caught myself and remem- 
bered that not even a nervous wife could 
sec inside our mouths to gauge the tongue 
tion, nor into my fantasies. 

‘That wasn't a hot kiss. I kissed her 
ight. Big deal. 


ning that 
s for you. She says she’s 
1 make а pass at you if you're 
alone together. 

Unfolding bliss and terror! How sexy 
to know that this greatlooking and in- 
telligent—I was just realizing how intel 
ligent—woman is lusting after my body. 
How detumescent, though, to get the 
news from my wife and have to control 
my drooling. 
Jan continued, “I thought last night 
that you wanted me to go to bed so you 
could screw her. 

A sudden depre 
fell into a long silence. 


n swaddled me. We 
glum one. No 


Weekends 
were made 
for Michelob. 


| 


It's an 
unexpected 
pleasure. 
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customers came into the shop. the air 
conditioner cleared its throat. We were 
1 to look into each other's eyes for 
lp or truth. When Jan finally spoke in 
getit-all-out-fast voice. she changed the 
way I see the world. She be 

“I haven't always been faithful to you. 
There was this time. .. - 


She had always demonstrated an ecrie 
faithfulness to ruttish Bill, a flawless ad 


hering to me for which I admired her, 
not understanding. I longed for a similar 
spirit to come ove I loved her for 
her patience with my wanderings, 1 re- 
sented the age she had over me. I 
e on the quirky humor 
of hooking up a man with no сар 
for fidelity with hful woman. It w: 
a phenomenon, Jan was a phenomenon, 
But now she began to tell me about 
her turn and, as she spoke, a queer flash 


me. 


to be a child 
in а world where the people you love 
do the things she was telling me about. 
You were out of town. You'd gone to 
your mother's and you'd left me in the 
hotel because we were between apart- 
ments. I was angry about being left, and 
1 also wanted to see what it felt lik 
1 was walking down the street. down- 


town and this guy with a nice-looking 
body said something to me. Something 


like, “You're a finelookin momma.” T 
went up to him and asked if he wanted 
to come lo my hotel room later. At first, 
he thought I was kidding. but I said no, 
1 really wanted to fuck hum. 1 gave him 
my room number and went on back. 

As soon as he came into the room, 
he van into the bathroom and took the 
quickest shower Гое ever seen. Then he 
came out naked. He grabbed me without 
even letting me take my dress off—L was 
wearing the long blue one with red but- 
tons—and he pushed it up around my 
waist, put it in and began fucking me. 

His cock was very big. Very thick, the 
thickest Ive had. 1 tried to suck it, but it 
was hard to get my mouth around it. He 
sud nobody had ever sucked him before. 
He was about 18,1 think. 

Tt wasn't исту good, and I'm afraid 
youll thnk I'm just trying not to hurt 
you, but he just shoved it in and out. 1 
didn't come. We did it three times, 1 
think. 

One time, I asked him if he had any 
fantasies he wanted to act ош and he 
said he'd never seen a girl masturbate. I 
was feeling hostile and didn't feel like 
putting on a big show for him. So I just 
did it like 1 do when I'm alone, quietly, 
just a couple of fingers, and after а min- 
ute, he said, “Is that all?” I thought that 
was funny. 

We walked back to his apartment and 
he put my initials on his bedroom wall, 
where he had the initials of every girl 
he had fucked. 

She 


ended with an 


“The reason I'm telling you this is so 
you won't feel guilty about fucking Jen- 
nifer if you decide to." 

1 could a word, I was busy with 
а complex silence: adjusting my cuckold's 
horns for size. Repressing patently hyp 
critical cries of “How could you?" Gaping 
t the vision of Jan laid back on the 
hotel bed, that long blue dress with the 
tiny red buttons bunched around her 
slender waist as the young stud pumped 
away inside her. Sweetheart, it is a heart 
buster, enough to crack my hear. You 
nourish and heal me, but this one hurts! 

“I didn't tell you to mike you fed 
bad. Do you believe me? 

Yeah, І believed her, but I also be 
lieved that lier confession was aimed at 
my balls. (She said his were like mine, 
“bi I grilled her on the stud's 
my. His big cock terrified me, aroused 
me. Like most white guys I know, the 
size of a cock matters. Goddamn if Т can 
tell if it does to women. Conventional 
wisdom is that it doesn't. much, that the 
mind is the important sexual organ; but 
I've never heard anybody say, “That dude 
is hung like Einstein.” 

As she watched for my reaction, I told 
myself shyly: ВШ, if you can keep from 
becoming the stereotyped cuckolded hus- 
band—if you can act halfway decently 
and controlled, if you can help Ja 
a step forward 
ousy spasms— 
son, maybe Jennif 
top of your cock this very n 

She was crying now. I barely noticed. 
I didn't care at that instant why she had 
told me the story. For with cach word she 
had spoken, 1 bad become hotter, my icy 
lump of depression swept away by the 
rush of excitement at thinking of her 
being screwed by a stranger. My body was 
of heat and fear—the feelings 
were perfectly matched, perfectly apace. 
1 was enormously excited by and attracted 
to the very thing 1 and most men invest 
so much time and energy in warding off. 

I'm hot,” I said. ^I want you now. 

She spring up and locked the shop 
door and we went to the back room and 
proceeded to have à memorable fuck, one 
1 will recall in my moldy years at 
the shuffleboard court. We had at it in a 
standing position; I made her go over 
the del мш details again- how 
ick his cock was, how he moved his 
body. We had the lights out and as I 
fucked her from behind, as she told me 
of the stranger again, 1 said, "God!" 
Desperation was hot on the trail of lust 
and, of course, 1 was humping to the lash 
of raving panic, im animal-level idea that 
I had to fuck her now to be safe. My 
orgasm, and it was a dandy one, came 
thundering on the heels of rapid-fire 
flashes of fear that my penis couldn't 
match the stud's giant onc, Impotence 
usually isn’t one of my problems—virtu- 
ally the only one I don't brood over— 
but as we fucked, the memory blows of 


the stranger's totemistic, mammoth 

combined with the skewering rea 
zation (I was just beginning actually to 
believe it) that Jan had actually done 
it, kept me sweating and laboring, kept 
the fuck, though exciting, from being 
entirely carefree. 


or- 


. 
We cuckold each other in many wa 
With boredom and indifference. By bei 
lazy lovers. By failing to create the me 
phors of lasting love for our mates. By 
accepting the cheap fix of novelty as a 
substitute for searching for a tough and 
tender love. My wife may forget that I 
find the curve of her hips irresistible. She 
may forget that she has become love's 
definition for me. I say to myself, my 
wile must remember that I look at her 
nd see wl I used never то believe in: 
а woman who trusts and loves те. wlioi 
1 know and trust and love, who will 
never leave me. 
ing ranks low on the ladder 
ings. But its lowly positio 
gives it a good angle for that agon 
kick to the gonads, As that reve 
morning went on and as I continued to 
play the saddened bur sympathetic hu 
hand, pain played - on my guts. 


boogi 
. 


Back hom 
gathered in о 


tense little crew 
living room to discuss 
whether Jen id I will bed down. 
Jan tells about informing me of her after- 
noon with the liotel-room stud. They gaze 
at me in wonder that I'm not a raving, 
weeping, cuckolded wreck. I smile at Jan. 
Gin has helped mold my benign Buddhis- 
tic calm. Too, I am floating in а euphoria 
of irr perhaps those years of 
will culminate 
in sweet fucking тезу, Wihin û few 
m up front, smug and drunk 
1 know what to do,” says Jan. 
jealous bitch, but 
nt to stunt your 


we 


“I dor 
“L don't want to be 
I am. Bill, I don't w; 
sexuality. E believe that it's healthy to 
E O S ЕЧ. But 1 
just get very scared when it comes 

She is not crying but is close to it 
Jennifer, seated on the foor alon 
her, leans toward my wife and gives her 
а comforting clasp on the arm. 

Jan, 1 would never do 
` Jennifer s 

Ouch! A grimy film of soot oozes down 
to obliterate my picture of me and Jen- 
nifer wrapped together. 

“Гуе just been turned on sexually 
lately,” she continues, looking deeply 
Jan's eyes. “It really wasn't anything per 
sonal for Bill, I don't want to hurt you 
Jan, and 1 certainly value our friendship 
more than a fuck.” 

The implication left hanging is that 
old Bill, goatish prick that he is, has gone 
on record as willing to hurt Jan, wreck 
friendships for a quickie. My imp 
doia insists that this honesty bull- 
intended solely to defuse libidos. 
A room with a lower libidinal 


ything to 


Introducing 
Le Car 


In Europe, where driving is a passion, 
where people demand economy, 
performance anda car that's fun to 
drive, over one million people have 


bought Le Car. Now, a proven success, 


Le Car comes to America. 


Les Features 


Le Car isa sports car with a back seat. 
With front wheel drive, rack and pinion 
steering and Michelin steel-belted 
radials standard, it offers fantastic 
handling, cornering and traction. 


Le Performance 


Le Car will not bore you. During 1976, 
it took first in its class in 12 out of 16 
races, beating Hondas, Datsuns, 
Pintos, Vegas, Toyotas, and Fiats. 

Le Car combines great performance 
with 41 MPG highway, 25 MPG city* 
Remember: These mileage figures are 
estimates. The actual mileage you get 
will vary depending on the type of 
driving you do, your driving habits, 
your car's condition and optional 
equipment. *California excluded 


Le Fantastic Ride 

Unlike other little cars, Le Car rides 
зо smoothly, even on rough roads, 
it'll amaze you. 


Le City Car 

Le Car maneuvers in and out of, 
around and through traffic. And it fits 
ina smaller parking space than the 
Honda, Chevette or Rabbit. 

Le Price 

Le Car prices start at only $3345.1 
Call 800-631-1616 for nearest dealer. 
In NJ. call collect 201-461-6000. 
1PO.E. East Coast: Price excludes transportation, 
dealer preparation and taxes. Stripe, Mag wheels, 
Sun roof, Luggage rack and Rear wiper/washer op- 


‘onal at extra cost. Prices slightly higher in the West. 
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DELUXE 
VIBRATOR 
MASSAGER! 


Everyonecanusethiscordless 

health and beauty aid! Gen- 

lle, relaxing massage. .. 

{ perfect for every part of 

the body: scalp massage, 

facial toning, penetrating spot massage. Uniquetubular 

shape with smooth contours relaxes muscles and re- 

lives. tension! Satisfaction guaranteed or money 

refunded. DELUXE Model—7!2" x 134". Complete 

assortment of attachments, battery included, $9.95. 

ECONOMY Model —7" x 15 ". Operates on flashlight 
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nylon crotch. Latest vi- 
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Baby Dall! 
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count would be hard to find. I couldn't 
raise a hard-on with a ten-story derrick. 

Finally, we rode off down the beach to 
find a restaurant. Jan and I sat 
back, isolated by the boom of W 
Jennings on the tape deck. Jennifer and 
Ted made their separate peace in the 
front seat and Jan kept her hand in 
mine. As if on cue, raindrops started 
splatting the windshield and Waylon 
began singi 


“Ive been a fool, I've been a fool, 

Forgiving you cach time you done 
me wrong. 

I've been a long time leaving, 

But ГП be a long time gone."* 


And I began crying in earnest. Real, 
live tears of grief at sexual betrayal. My 
woman letting another man put hi 
in her, Such grief runs amuck, lea 
rationality and considerations of se: 
openness and honesty back on the li 
room floor. At that moment, if the Devil 
or his representative chauvinist on earth 
had offered me a lifetime chastity belt 
for my dear Jan, I would have snapped 
y. Satan is never around 
when you need him, though, so I cried 
and raged up and down the rainy dune- 
lined highway, so frightening Jennifer 
and Ted, who heard only 
blasts of my accusations 
come streaming through. the tape deck’s 
blast, that they stayed on the beach until 
midnight, waiting for me to come down. 
° 
‘Trying to fuck your wife's best friend 
probably is not the best testing ground 


of an open sexual relationship. But 
there is no safe place to begin. “I don't 
know,” says Jan, “whether I'd prefer that 


you sleep with somebody just for sex— 
one night stands and all that. But if you 
slept with somebody really neat—intelli- 
gent, friendly, sane—that would really 
put me uptight.” 

We go round and round on this thing. 
Such energy directed otherwise would 
no doubt have cured cancer, revamped 
Amtrak and concocted a nutritionally 
valuable soybean martini. But life poses 
cach person specific problems, and 
among Jan and my conundrums is how 
to create а love that doesn't deny a cer- 


tain elemental liveliness. Ch 

one’s wife transforms you into a sexual 
cliché; that’s uncomfortable. But hon- 
esty is excruciating: 


I have the feeling you would never 

turn down any woman,” says Jan. 

“Thats probably right. except ugly 
ones, fat ones.” 

"God! Do you know how that makes 
me feel?!" 
hitty, I suppose. Me, too. But it's a 
moot question. Nobody propositions me.” 

“But if they did. 
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She is saddened to think of me as such 
an easy lay. I'm depressed that getting 
laid is such a torturous process for those 
of us to whom the garden of sex consists of 
a few million thorns guarding a couple 
of dozen blossoms. 

We resolve to be more honest. We 
swear we will let cach other know when 
that familiar twitching begins as a friend- 
ly strangers сусу compliment her slim 
good looks, as I try to decipher the cool, 
assured smile of the long-legged Austral- 
jan teenager whose bikini fights for a 
hold on her bronzed perfect body. We 
hold each other, my wife and T do, 
try to want what the other wants. We 
arrogant enough to think we are spec 
and the banality of cheating is lugubrious 
to us. We want to understand as much 
of each other as is possible: by now we 
know that nothing, no blockbuster reve- 
lation of desire or act, can blast our love. 
We are beyond the double standard, it 
gocs without saying. Likewise, we refuse 
to let ourselves be spiked in the Iron 
Maiden embrace of monogamy. 

We agree; Deceit is the assassin of love. 

P 

Last week, Jan and I and some visiting 
friends took the 40-minute ferry ride to 
a nearby island. On the way back, rain 
whipped down and forced us into the car 
to read the newspaper and, for me, to 
drink warm gin and tonic. Bored, I 
sprinted up into the passengers’ lounge 
and fell at once into a flirting conversa- 
tion with a blonde from East Tennessee 
State University. Obviously stoned, 
welcomed the warm liquor and sway 
against me as we squinted against 
slanting downpour. “God, look at 
colors in the water!" she said, lea! 
forward, so that her white blouse 
away, leaving me the lovely view of 
small, high breasts. 

“Му friends in the car probably think 
I've drowned,” she giggled. 

“What kind of friends, boys or girls?” 

“Three girls.” 

“Hmm, sounds nice,” said I. 

“You like those odds?” she smiled. 

“I like to think about it. I'd probably 
peter out." 

She laughed, I laughed. When the ferry 
began its slide into the dock, the married 
couple who'd been eying us with some 
doubt descended the iron stairs and the 
door slammed shut on the girl and me. 

“We're all alone now,” she said. “What 
do we do?’ 

“You know what we do now 
I pulled her to me and kissed he 

"Your wife. What will she do?" Her 
smile showed she didn't care what my 
wile would do. 

"Kill me, probably," 

We kissed again, told each other we 
were pretty and made ngements to 
meet later that night up the beach. The 
arrangements weren't kept. 


‘Turn your bathroom into a good-cleandun room. 


The Shower Massage by Water Pik" gives you а delightful combination of spray and massage. 
four great ways to have good-clean-fun. Because So, why just turn on water when the water can 
it doesn't just give you a shower, it gives you a turn you on? 
massage. Get The Shower Massage by Water Pik. It 

A fast. invigorating massage. A slow, soothing makes a bathroom more than just a bathroom. 
massage. A super spray for regular showers. And And that's good-clean-fun. 


Model SM-2D high-style as 
Model SM2 wall mount Model SM-3 hand-held wall mount with chrome accent Model SM-3D high-style 
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> SINGLES BUSINESS („со page 111) 
© 
RE ; 
» “Tomorrow morning, the hunters and the hunted will ap- 
m pear different to one another—less glowing, more human." 
ы 
® patrons at once. In the afternoons, you ping and touching and swaying in а 
can probably find him at the Bull & Bush, disco of the mind. 
nother singles joint in the area. Skeeter People have laughed off the singles 
digs the singles scene in Denver. "Is bars for years now. When living together 
flush," he explains. became not just acceptable but chic, the 
Im going to enlist Skeeter’s aid, Не singles, who only a few years ago fairly 
seems to have a finger on the pulse of danced on the tip of the sociologist's pen, 
what's happening. He hasn't missed a were forgotten. Left to rot in that never- 
ight on the singles scene in this town never land of yesterday's fad. But the 
since he set up shop in one of these new sheer enormity of their numbers and 
town house" developments one finds the obvious power of their dollars have 
just off the freeway in large citics from kept the bar scene alive. But wi 
Coast to coast these days. "No lease" going on? How healthy is the 
Skeeter хауз. He has been part of the sin- end of the loveliness business? Skeeter, 
gles scene since 1967, when he took his what's the story? 
first job as a bartender in a little joint in ust look around you. T 
his home town, Allentown, Pennsylvania, is Desperation City. It’s worse than it 
In later years, he moved on to the big ever was, the hunger, 1 mean. I don't 
ies: New York, Los Angeles, San Fran- know what happened, „ but this 
cisco, Denver. “Action,” demands Skeeter. scene is bigger than ever, What do you 
like plenty of action.” think I cruise the singles joints for? 
He's got plenty of action these days. Pussy? Are you kidding? For me, these 
He quit the bar trade a few years ago places mean one thing. Bucks. A gram of 
nd started selling turquoise, dealing a coke is a hundred dollars. 1 ger rid of a 
little grass on the side. The import side half-dozen grams a night out in the park- 
of his business led him naturally into his ing lots around these bars. Fd never deal 
present trade: coctine—“cecil, crank, inside, man. Uluh. If the management 
blow, C, the rich man's aspirin"—which ever got hip to my scene, itd be Shit Gan 
he deals in small amounts through con- City. I spent too many years working the 
tacts m 1 the singles bars. He flies other side of the bar in joints like u 
from city to city, skittering through the to step over that line, m: 
scene like a cue ball on fresh felt. with the OK, enough with the dealing scene, 
soft whhhrrr, the pre eful speed Everybody knows it's hip. You can't walk 
that comes from experience, In many into the johns of these places without 
ways, Skeeter is the archetypal denizen of hearing somebody in a toilet stall who 
the singles scene. He has taken the sin- sounds like he has a terminal case of the 
gles lifestyle, so named by the news sniffles. What's with these people? 
magazines in a spurt of press attention “This scene has become self-perpetuat- 
in the early Seventies, to its logical con- ing, dig? It used to be fed from the bot- 
clu: “It’s my profesion,” he says tom, with kids out of high school and 
with pride. college, hungry for action, the way it 
Skeeter lilts a glass and touches it to his always was. But nowadays, the scene is 
lips in the dim rose-colored light that fed sideways, from the top, every way, 
gives everyone at the bar of The Lift a with divorcees, men and women in their 
fai a blushed, almost tanned look thirties, the chick who took a walk from 
the middle of the fall. The lighting— а bad marriage, a guy who left his lover 
low, gleaming off the polished bartop, ris- g the pillow and the phone bill. 
g in gentle pillars through the smoky à lot of these folks, being single has 
air, descending with a soft flutter to the become a permanent thing: 
pillowy leather sofas that surround the „IS ап older crowd. by and large. 
bar—is an important part of the scene, "You've got the young dudes and the 
It makes everyone look so . . . pretty, little chickies running around in threes 
Tomorrow morning, the hunters and the gud оше ац oy seh Coes ate, Er Ier 
Avie! Galil garam йл enere, SOLO CUP [HD man als te (TG 
straight life. Why do you think I get rid 
other less glowing. more human—and ор so much cecil on this scene? Sure, 
the old illusion/reality wap will have everybody's got bucks to blow. But, man 
ресергали phi " there's an edge to it now. A crazy edge. 
„For the time being, the big Denver You sce some incredible stuff. The three- 
singles bar is serving its purpose well. л.м. scene. Yankola. And then you 
There аге at least 300 people in the bar see some beautiful stuff. people with 
and irs still early. They seem to swirl their eyes all full of love and their noses 
around one another in a kind of sexual full of crank, geuing it on, living out 
109 hustle—a turn here, a glance there, dip- there on a plane other people—the ones 


who sit home and watch TV and smoke a 
joint—will never dig. 1 wouldnt take a 
walk from this scene for all the tea in 


Skeeter pulled а flan, 
chbox from hi 
pocket. It was engraved with initials and 
hung from his belt loop on a slender 
silver chain. He flipped pm the top 
with a thumb and dipped a tiny 
spoon hanging from his neck T i 


the matchbox and, holding it beneath his 
nostril, his head bent to the level of 
the bartop. inhaled with a sharp 
whhhaaaa intake of breath. Not one head 
at the bar turned. 

Getting back to it, man . . . aaahhh, 
whew!... What was it you were saying? 
The loncliness nip? Yeah. I can see 


that. They look and they sniff and they 
go home and they fuck and they come 
back for more. Its like a hole with no 
bottom in it, right?” 

But aren't these bars really feeding on 
the loneliness of people? You seem to 
say the singles business is a noble strug- 


gle to help people find solace in the 
company of others. 

No, man. Look here. This is a ghetto, 
же. Is a weird analogy, which you 
might not dig, but it’s like the gay scene. 

always been gay For 


they've been run by the Mafia. 
Because nobody else would touch 
rs are a litde 
Mafia of their own. Its like, if you're a 
young guy or a young chick on the 
make, the bars are all you've got. Now, 
you know that’s not tue and I know 
that's not true. You could probably make 
out better at your local Baskin-Robbins, 
But how come you find what they call 
the singles ghetto surrounding the bar 
scene in cit ound the country? In 
New York, the East Side; in San 
Francisco, it's the Union Street area; in 
Washington, it's Georgetown; in Boston, 
they call it the Combat Zone; in L.A. 
irs Marina del Rey. You find those 
ghettos because a lot of singles figure 
that kind of high-compression scene is 
their only shot. Look, gays are an op- 
pressed minority, right? of thei 
oppress they ve 
had to go to Mob joints to get it on 
socially. Well, you can make a 
singles are 


ity if you 


a strangle hold on their lifestyle. Which 
they don't. Bur ГИ tell you what. I've 
got a hundred dollars here that 
most of the people in the bar would 
agree with you, if you made that 
argument." 


San Francisco. І am in the Tar and 
Feathers, on Union Street, in the midst 
of the thriving singles ghetto. Bar after 
bar after bar, Union Suet is lined 
them. Some, like Perry's, just down the 
street, are trying to get away from the 
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PLAYBOY 


“We're not talking about a fish that got away. 
We're talking about my ex-husband.” 


singles 
busines: 
about 
to get 


g that it's hurting 
"It's a reputation we picked up. 
x years ago and have been trying 
rid of ever since,” says of 
Perry's owners. "Singles are notoriously 
fickle.” By the looks of things, Perry's 
has done pretty well with the fickle 
singles. The place is packed with them 
every night, a noisy, manic scene. 

Travel down to San Bruno to check 
out some of the gles apartment com- 
plexes.” They look like normal modern 
suburban apartment complexes. 
singlevapartment thing was a terrible 
failure,” says a local. “Too structured. 
Not enough turnover. Apartment mai 
agers have taken a more plur 
proach. About the only restriction you'll 
find is against kids, and some of them 
will even allow fami with up to two 
children." 

His reading of the failure of the 
singles-apartment boom of the early 
Seventies checks out. In L.A., complexes 
in the Marina del Rey, such as the Mar- 
iners Village, now actively discourage the 
swinging singles. “We're looking for a 
more stable crowd,” said a spokesman on 
the phone. “The singles were unreliable, 
antisocial, a disaster.” 

A spokeswoman for Riverbend Club 
Apartments in Atlanta, says they still 
accept singles but encourage married 
couples as well, "What happened to 
the allsingles thing?” she asked rhe- 
torically in a telephone interview. 


190 body got old, We're all in our thirties 


down here now. We're a bunch of thirties 
screaming singles and couples, rather 
than a bunch of twenties screaming 
singles. We still party and everything, 
but it’s different. It definitely is. Quieter. 
Sometimes І think the place seems like 
п old-folks home Saturday nights. Same 
is true of the other singlestype develop- 
ments around here. They all gave up 
trying to make it work a couple o£ ye 
ago." 

In fact, every singles apartment com- 
plex 1 called around the country, in cities 
such as Houston, Miami, Chicago and St. 
Louis, had changed policy, discouraging 
the swinging scene and relying on young 
murieds and an older. more stable 
ngle crowd to make ancially. The 
had a lot of hops for 
ingles apartments а few years 
back. The singlesapartment scene has 
been replaced by the weight of the 

dollars the condominium 
. By 1980, experts say, 15,000.000 


sles’ 


mar 
adults will be living alone. There is 


major chunk of the economy 
the notion that increasing num! 
them will buy their place of ri 
whether it's a condominium, a new house 
or an old house that needs fixing up. 
Builders couldn't make the loneli- 
ness business work for them with singles 
developments. Now they're gambling that 
there is a trend toward what Skeeter 
called “single as a way of life.” Their 
gamble is that more and more single 


iking on 
of 


people will stop t 


ng to find a mate, 
accept the fact of being single and go 
on from there. Builders are not the 
only ones oper s premise. 
‘There is a growing trend in American 
life, fostered in large measure by the 
new qu igions, th personal-growth 
organizations and groups, that says: Ac 
cept what is. 


. 
Los Angeles, Там. stop оп the weirdness 
nd in San Fran had advi 
Stay out of Hollywood, watch your rear- 
view mirror and stay away from blondes 
in Porsches. OK, will do. $ 
an old friend, single, who doesn’t hang 
out much. He's saving to buy a house. 
See what I mea: 

What's this? An ad in the Los 
Times for something called the Top of 
the World Club, "Tired of the L.A. 
singles scene?” the ad asks. Sure am. 
Well, give us a call, OK. A half hour 
later, Um in. Hollywood—watch out—in 
а neat office building on Sinta Moni 
Boulevard, home of the Insight Dynamics 
Corporation, according to the logo ол 
the door. Irs a buzzing little place, with 
the atmosphere of a political campaign 
in the final stages of Election Day wind- 
up. Everyone seems to move with pre- 
cision, with enthusiasm, a sense of 
forceful purpose. There is the pervasive 
sense one is within the headquarters of a 
movement, not a business. 

"Hi. Im John Raymond.” It's the 
presideat of the Insight Dynamics Cor- 
poration, the parent body of what turns 
out to be a veritable turnip patch of 
clubs and orga ns, including a club 
for gays, a club for swingers and a 
vel club called gletours. Twenty- 
medium height, tanned, bushy 
ly trimmed beard, a per- 
ved halo of d. 


ngeles 


manent-w; 


h: mond shows me an 
осе that can best be described as 
modern sparse. Desk. Two chairs. 


Everything in beige and tasteful chocolate 
brown. He speaks with die crisp yet 
soothing tones of one who сїйєт has 
had a voice coach or has been through 
е self-improvement cour 
which, it turns out, he has. I sit don 
and he turns on one of those micro Sony 
pocket tape recorders as I take out my 
notebook. 

ore not going to tape this?” he 
asks with incredulity, as if the primitive 
act of scribbling words on paper had 
never occurred to him. 

No. I always take notes. 

"Oh. Well, you won't mind if I tape, 
will you? I tape everything I say, every- 
thing I do. You never know when you're 
going to have an idea that might come 
in handy someday. 

Indeed. What's Insight Dynamics Cor- 
poration all about, anyway? 


an execu 


Until this ship was built, oil 
buried deep at sea might just as well 
have been onthe moon. 


Over two-thirds of the earth’s surface is cov- 
ered by ocean. Unfortunately, so are some of 
the world’s largest oil deposits. 

For years, shallow water drilling platforms 
were used to recover a small fraction of this 
oil. But billions of barrels buried deep at sea 
were still beyond man’s technological reach. 

Soon special drilling ships were developed to 
operate in deeper and deeper waters. Except 
these ships depended on anchors to hold them- 
selves in place over the drilling site. And in 
many instances, oil was buried beneath waters 
so deep, even anchors couldn't help. 


Discoverer Seven Seas 


Then the people of Phillips Petroleum joined 
together with an international group of com- 
panies to put a different kind of drilling ship into 

operation. Discoverer 
Seven Seas. A drilling 
ship souniquely capable, 


it can drill for oil in 
depths never before 
thought possible. As 
great as 6,000 feet 
below the surface. 
Computerized thrusters take Instead of relying on 


the place of anchors. anchors, this remarkable 


ship uses a system of computerized underwater 
thrusters to keep it in place. 


Dynamic positioning is the key 

Once Discoverer Seven Seas starts to drill 
for oil, information about the exact location of 
the drilling hole is beamed directly from the 
ocean floor to computers on board, through 
sensors in the hull of the ship. 

From that point on, it is virtually locked into 
position. Every time wind, waves or ocean 
currents push the ship off target, the computer- 
activated underwater thrusters automatically 
push it back on track. 

This dynamic positioning system is so accu- 
rate, Discoverer Seven Seas can hover over 
the same spot almost indefinitely. 


A giant splash for mankind 

With the help of sophisticated new technol- 
ogy, Discoverer Seven Seas has given man the 
means to drill for oil in waters where he could 
never drill before. 

Searching the world over for oil, then turning 
it into fine products for your car. 
At Phillips Petroleum we havea $ PHILLIPS 
word for it: Performance. 


The Performance Company 
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WINNING WITH WOMEN. 


If a woman senses a man's a good 
lover. she'll want to go to bed with How To Make Love 


ToASingleWoman 


him whether he's good-looking or not 
That's why HOW TO MAKE LOVE TO 

A SINGLE WOMAN can be such à 

help. This huge, beautifully designed 

hard cover book — with over 160 tru- 

ly inspiring photos — will show you 

dozens of exciting new ways to turn | 
оп à single girl. You'll learn how you | 
can get her to fantasize about you | 
sexually... how you can make her | 
horny with just words ... why it's so 

important to let most women heat up 

slowly ... how you can touch a wom- 

an so beautifully you may actually 

bring her to tears ... how you can 

arouse a woman simply by locking 

inher eyes ... and MUCH, MUCH 


HOW TO PICK UP GIRLS will 
show you more than 100 brilliant 
new ways for picking up girls. 
For example, you will learn: How 
to make shyness work for you 

why girls get horny ... 50 great 
opening lines ... the world's great- 
est pick-up technique ... how to 
get women to pick you up ... why 
aman doesn't have to be good 
looking .. how to do better in 
single's bars ... why department. 
Stores are great places to pick 
up girls ... an ingenious way of 
meeting women in your office ... 
how to develop a smile that can 
make women feel warm and loving 
toward you ... and MUCH MORE! 
HOW TO PICK UP GIRLS con- 


HOW TO 
PICK UP GIRLS! 


MORE. 


This magnificent, large-format book costs only $12.95 plus $1.00 
postage and handling — a very modest price indeed when you con- 
sider that from now on you just may be the kind of man most wom- 
еп can't wait to go to bed with. (See coupon below) 


interesting new people. 


Starting today, you can discover the secret of getting 
people to fall in love with you! 


You know how much fun it is to have some- * How you can get invited to more parties 


one special in your life. The only problem 
is, where do you find a person like this? Up 
until now most of us have had to put up 
with the degrading atmosphere of single's 


and what to do once you get there (not the 
same old things that make you angry and 
frustrated with yourself the moment you 
get home). 


bars. Now there's a far better way to meet * An easy-to-learn system for increasing 


someone to love. And you can learn all about 
it in the mind-opening new book GETTING 


TOGETHER. 


GETTING TOGETHER will teach you а whole 
new way of getting people to open up to you 
warmly, spontaneously, lovingly. It can even 
show you how to attract people who at first 
Seem disinterested or cold to your advances. 


your self-confidence when meeting new 
people. 

How to meet scores of fascinating, at- 
tractive people in places you'd least ex- 
pect to meet them. 

A brilliant technique for making someone 
you like feel "special" when they're in your 
Company. 


. 


You'll learn a technique for keeping some- * How to get over your shyness and begin 


one infatuated with you date after date...and 
how almost anyone can project a healthy 


natural sex appeal. You will also learn: 


Maybe you've seen Eric Weber on the 
Merv Griffin Show or listened to his wis- 
dom on the Dr. Joyce Brothers Show. Eric 
is the world famous creator of HOW TO 
PICK UP GIRLS, HOW TO MAKE LOVE TO 
A SINGLE WOMAN, HOW TO GET MAR- 
RIED AGAIN, and many, many more. 
His books have been read by millions and 
he has an entire file bulging with “thank 
you letters from people his books have 
elped to find the lasting relationships 
they'd been searching for. Eric has 
peared on To Tell The Truth, What's My 
Line, and scores of other TV and radio 
shows around the country. His books 
have been reviewed and discussed at 
length on such pretigious TV shows as 
Johnny Carson's Tonight Show, Tom Sry- 
der's Tomorrow Show, and in such well- 
respected publications as The Los Angeles 
Times, Parent's Magazine and Avant Garde, 
and many, many more. 
Now Eric brings you his most helpful 
bock of all. GETTING TOGETHER. Never 
has there been a book that more clearly 


THE MAN WHO BRINGS PEOPLE TOGETHER! 


and thoroughly shows 
you how to meet and 
attract new people. You 
will learn: 


saying and doing those things you've al- 
ways wantedto. 
* And much much more! 


How you can feel 
really yous about 
yourself even if you. 
usually think of your- 
self as dull or un- 
attractive. 


A simple, upfront 
way of letting some- 
one know you're at- 
tracted to them with- 
out appearing weak 
or desperate. 

Why you may unconsciously be dressing in a 
dull lustreless way, and how to instantly correct 
this with color, flaírand excitement. 

A completely reliable way of instantly telling И 
Someone likes you (the author shows us how we 
often wr ly assume people aren't interested 
in us and thereby miss out on many potentially 
warm, loving relatlonships.) 
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tains in-depth interviews with 25 beautiful girls who tell you 
exactly what it takes to pick them up. You'll be amazed at how 
easy it is! Send only $8.95 plus $1.00 postage and handling. 
This book has already helped over 400,000 men pick up girls. 
Now's the time to let it help you. (See coupon below) 


HOW TO FIND 
SOMEONE TO LOVE 


Starting today, you can meet and date dozens of attractive, 


Don't let the fears, the inhibitions, the cold- 
ness of modern life keep you from finding 
someone to love. Let GETTING TOGETHER 
help you develop the kind of deep, loving 
relationship you've been looking for. Not a 
superficial, shallow relationship that fizzles 
out after one or two dates, but a lasting, 
meaningful relationship that grows richer 
and deeper with each passing day. GETTING 
TOGETHER isn't some long, poetic, philo- 
sophy book on love. To the contrary, this is 
a simple, practical guidebook chock full of 
dramatically effective ways of getting to 
know new people. 

If you'd like to meet someone to love, some- 
one you can really and truly share your life 
with, send for GETTING TOGETHER today. 
It costs only $7.95 — far less than a new out- 
fit of clothes. Yet so much more of a help 
whenit comes to attracting new people. 


Send me HOW TO PICK UP GIRLS. I've en- 
closed $895 plus $1.00 postage and hand- 
ling. 

Send me HOW TO MAKE LOVE TO A SIN- 
GLE WOMAN. I've enclosed $1295 plus $1.00 
postage and handling. 

Send me GETTING TOGETHER, I've enclosed 
$7.95 plus $1.00 postage and handling. 

Bill my Mastercharge # 

Expiration Dale. 
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“I started LD.C. as an alter 
the singles-bar scene. Mine is the old 
largest personal-growth group for singles 
in the country. Up until now, we've 
spent all our time developing the world 
und man, Now things are going to 
turn inward, toward developing the in- 
ner being, encouraging him or her to 
grow. to adapt to our new surroundings.” 

‘That sounds familiar. 

“Well, everything that's gone on up 
until now on the singles scene—bars, 
computer dating, singles living com- 
plexes—has all been rooted in the 
Judaco-Christian ethic of assimilation. 
Me nd marry. In the late Sixties, this 
began to crumble, but the essence of 
our lives didn't keep up. didn't keep 
pace with the changes that were taking 
place. Personal relations have not kept 
up with technological growth, The 
computer-dating system was ап attempt 
to ch: this. Well, we've all seen where 
that went.” 

Nowhere. 

"Right. Ar LD.C., we've changed the 
sis. Today we tell people if they're 

in with preconceived ideas about 
manent relationship, forget it. 
Rather than build up hopes, we destroy 
them. We tell everyone joining 1.D.C. 
he's functioning as a healthy, 
single person, he will never be happy 
ing els 
How do you do this? 
t our New Member Seminars, which 

ге held for those who sign up and pay 
our nvo-hundred-twenty-dollar_ member- 
ship fee. During the seminar, which 
might last three hours and is given by 
oue of my trained assistants, we give 
people insights hyness, we show 
them how to communicate with others: 
and we teach them how to transcend the 

nxiety that comes with the fear of re- 
jectic y about 
fear, don't you? 

No. 

"Fear is defined as 
Appearing Real. F-E-A-R. All you need 
10 know to kill fe its definition. The 
other big problem most singles face is 
depression, We have a technique for 
ove 


You know what we 


se Evidence 


па you are the 
серег of your mind. I've got these 
principles copyrighted. Theyre part of 
my five techniques to make your life 
‚ and they're all part of LD.C. We 
dissect the game of life, We make our 
members look at life in a new and 
academic way. We put our people 
through certain growth experiences, such 
as group dynamic. And we teach them 
how to use our Master Member Library, 
the м.м” 

The M.M.L.? 

Р newspaper containing the 
listing of every L.D.C. 


ber with his or her desc 
ests und desires. [t's li 
les register, except with the M.M.L., 
you're protected. Only LD.C. members 
can contact you. To do so, they call here 
and give their number. We check it out 
to make sure it matches the name. Then 
we give them the telephone number they 
request and the person's first name. We 
do not give out the last name or address 
of members, That way, we protect mem- 
bers from contact, other than by tele- 
phone, with anyone not of their choosing. 
We constantly update the M.M.L. It is 
the heart of 1.D.C." 

Raymond sat comfortably behind his 
desk, speaking with precision, sure of 
himself, sure of the organization and 
methods he described. He was dressed 
casually in neatly creased trousers, ex- 
pensive loafers, am open-necked shirt 
with the collar points laid evenly outside 
his sports coat. He described himself as a 
veteran of the personal-growth field, hay- 
ing started the American Sexual Freedom 
Movement Los Angel 1 1967, which 
was headquartered briefly in Le 
Bruce's house in the Hollywood hi 


He has worked at everything from selling 
motorcycles to running a disco. He ha 
been through Dale Carnegi 
al Erhard Seminar Л 
monly known as est) and several other 
growth disciplines. Listening to him was 
an experience in itself, He sounded for 
all the world like a cross between а Joey 
Heatherton 5 mattress TV ad and 
y drill instructor. I asked him 
: people who join 1.D.C. 
“We get all kinds, from young, 
cessful professionals like lawyers 
doctors to common laborers, to widows 
and widowers in their fifties. The aver- 
age single person is winging it, taking 
the haphazard approach to life. He has 
been taught that there are no tricks 
to life: If you're good-looking, if you're 
popular, you're a winner. If you're not 
a winner, you're a loser. We're here to 
break down those ers and, to break 
them down, we've taken stuff that was 
taught at Esalen, in est, in Dale Carnegie, 
nd we've put it in a slick package. TH 
be honest with you. 1 want to make this 
stuff available to the Archie Bunkers of 
this world. I've worked on this a long 


suc- 
and 


“And for those of you who wish to achieve 


nirvana more rapidly 


» 
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share 
with 
the 
one 
you 


love... 


SATIN SHEETS 


Nationally Advertised — Now at 
Manufacturer's Low Mill Price 
Machine Washable, 225 Thread count with 


150 denier acetate thread. 16 colors: Avo- 
cado Green, Black, Royal Blue, Bronze, Gold, 
Hot Pink, Lt. Blue, Mint, Orange, Pur| 
Red, Silver, Sunflower, White, Yellow, Pink. 
Entire set includes: 1 straight top sheet, 1 
fitted sheet, 2 matching pillowcases. 
TwinSet $2400 Queen Set $33.50 
Full Set — $28.50 King Set $39.50 
3 letter monogram on 2 cases — $3.00 
WE PAY POSTAGE 
Charge your order to your credit card. IMME- 
OIATE SHIPPING on Credit Card and Мопоу 
Orders, American Express, Masterchargo, Bank- 
Americard accepted. Include Signature, Account 
Number & Expiration Date. 
FOR RUSH, RUSH OROERS 
Call 201-222-2211 
2 Hours Day, 7 Days а Week. 


& N. Y residents add sales tax 
Direct Retail Sales 10-4, Mon.-Fri. 


Royal Creations, Lid. 


Dept. PEA 330 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. 10001 


= 
Write Today for Our 
FREE Audio Catalog 


DIXIE is one of the oldest and largest stereo mail order 
Pauses in the солу, Ои over pes on band rane 
komponents сэп sae Vou кеш money Сай us today (or 
Spice quote, tol fee (BOO)AHE-T828, in Vigna cal 
(804) 257-4241. Everything shipped in factory sealed car- 
ma ih ovules ran]. 


g^ 
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С 

f DIXIE HI-FI па 

W РО. Вох 6496 

! Richmond, Va. 23230 

EE 

E 

ono ctication. 

T uns 


time, since 
stumped, I 


1967. Every time 1 got 
took course and learned 
something and put it to work, I've been 
through management and motivational 
courses. I've put knowledge from every 
facet of my life into D.C. Let me show 
you what I mean. 

Raymond stepped up to a clean black- 
board and took a piece of chalk He 
wrote and underlined topic titles in a 
flow diagram across the blackboard as he 


Singles will all agree you need con- 
fidence to get ahead.” 

Notebook: Confidence. 

This comes from awareness and ex- 
perience.” 

Naturally. Awareness. perience, 
They branch oll from confidence like 
tributaries from a river. 

“Now, you could take course after 
course from me or Esalen or est or any- 
body else and you wouldn't get experi- 
ence. As you leam more and more about 
the complex game of being single, you 
pick up awareness. But you still lack 
experience. You've got to put what you 
learn to work.” 

That makes sense. 

“This is where the M.M.L. is invalu- 
able. Every time you pick up the phone 
and call someone you've chosen from the 
MALL, you get experience, You've got 
to deal with the reality of either m: 
or not meeting that person, You've 
to deal with the reality of either ha 
a scene or not having a sc 
got to deal with rejection. 
your awareness. Now 
experience, And that adds up to confi- 
dence. People must have confidence in 
themselves as single people before they 
can become fully realized beings. Now, 
everyone has confidence in his own area 
of expertise, You're a writer and you 
have confidence in what you write. Bur 
in meeting а person ol the opposite sex, 
you might become introverted. shy. We 
overcome this with shyness training.” 

Shyness raining. An out-of-work news- 
paperman of humble means, 1 could use 
some of that. What is it? 

“Be careful of labeling yourself. Most 
people are careless about how they 
characterize themselves. One of my Five 
Principles That Make Life Work is self- 
acceptance. Accept yourself. Accept the 
truth of your own being. We give them 
my Five Principles. We give them my 
we Techniques That Make Life Work 
and my Effective Living Plan and we 
send them out with the ММА. If they 
make it, fine, If they don't, its their 
fault, and we tell them so, right up 
front, We teach all members that each 
person is responsible for his or her own 
experience as a single.” 

Christ, that doesn’t sound like just est, 
it sounds like what I was taught as a 


You've got 
you've got your 


lieutenant in the Army. Every platoon 


leader is responsible for everything his 
platoon does or fails to do. 

“I can live with that. Nobody is going 
to take you by the hand at LD.C. No- 
body is guaranteed anything, You ge 
out of LD.C. what you put into it. But 
understand this. Nothing I do is about the 
conversion trip, like est, or any of 
those quasi-religious groups. I could have 
done that. Basically, it entails a form of 
conspiracy, the keeping of secrets from 
the masses. But once the cat gets out 
of the bag, you're through. We don't 
keep secrets here. ‘This is a business. 
We're set up to make a profit. We tell 
the truth. on all levels. The needs and 
tions of people ате the same from 
coast to coast. The information to solve 
our problems is available. It’s just that 
по one has packaged it properly. I take 
a definite responsibility to try to raise 
the quality of life in this country, 

The inner sanctum of Insight Dynamics 
Corporation was suddenly quiet. ‘The 
president had talked almost nonstop for 
over two hours. His rap was virtually dhe 
same rap he would deliver a week later 
at a New Member Seminar I attended. 
Same precision, Same authoritarian yet 

ing tone of voice. Same blackboard 
notations, I felt like a new member. 
When he finished, Raymond scemed like 
a deflated balloon. He sank into a chair 
with an audible sigh. 

"What else do you want to know: 
asked. 

Where are you from? 

“Jersey Shore, I hated New York. Used 
to refuse to go back and see my parents 
1 would agree to meet them in Aspe 
someplace .. . nice. I was caught in а 
slot, identifying New York with bad. 
L.A. with good. That kind of thing can 
happen to you in this game.” 

Is everything a game 

"Games. OK, you take my са 
to drive а Volkswagen. I 
us about money, afraid people 
would say, you're flaunting it. if 1 got a 
new car. I guess my relations 
and money is different most 
peoples. 1 think about it a lot. 1 didn’t 
want a Mercedes. A Mercedes is not con- 
sistent with who I am what I 
feel. I finally settled on a Јар Хб. used 
but in perfect condition. It is consistent 
with my level of success, I don’t want to 
compromise myself. Pve fought hard to 
maintain a personal space that is my 
own sanctuary. | tell people at LD.C., 
if they see me at night in a 
something, don't expect me to relate to 
you. When I go home in my Jag—I 
live only а couple of blocks from here, 
but I drive every day1 shut myself off 
completely. My feeling is this: If my 
mother dies TI find out about it 
tomorrow at noon. Thar's soon. enough. 
1 live for now. Right now. 


sooth 


he 


from 


and 


disco or 


The license plates on the pea-green 
Jag XJ6 in the basement garage read: 
IDC-l. Sleek, comfortable but not opu- 
lent, the Jag is parked in slot number 
one. Raymond got it for $6900, he told 
me excitedly, $300 below the asking price. 
The guy was leaving the country; he had 
to sell. 

^E was in the right place at the right 
time,” said the president of LD.C. with 
the first really broad, open grin he had 
shown since we began talking. “I was 
luck 


. 

There is, of course, the matter of 
whether or not Insight Dynamics Cor 
poration works. I spoke with a half- 
dozen members. For the most part, 
they were satisfied. It wasn't the deal it 
had appeared to be when they bought 
their memberships, but, as the guys put it, 
they got laid. 105 a little like buying 
a car. one member explained. You take 
a chance. Each member extolled his or 
her favorite virtue of the club—the Ef- 
fective Living Plan, the M.M.L, the 
Principles, Ше Techniques—in language 
right out of the mouth of the president 


himself. One hears similar parroting of 
doctrine from adherents of Scientology, 
est, Ar v of the other authoritari 


an cults. Language, it seems, has become 
more than a means of communication. 
It has become a form of identification. 


It is necessary to adopt a way of speak- 
ing, a bal code, in order to 
belong. The boy scouts and the Masons 
and the Knights of Columbus appreciate. 
this phenomenon. It is nothing new. 

Yet one conversation I had 
member of L.D.C. ands out 
memory. I spoke with this gentleman, 
who wished to rem nonymous, after 
I attended the New Member Seminar. 
He extolled the virtues of L.D.C, as 
others had, in rather pedestrian terms, 
"LD.C. works" could sum up his ap- 
predation of the organization, He ex 
plained in great detail the Single 
Experience, a daylong encountertype 
session (costing $100) held in a hotel ball- 
tt sounded тепа bly like a 
ion of the est hoteL-ballroom 
scene that has been so widely and, finally. 
boringly reported on. Then he told me 
about his sex life. 

“I have scenes going with six chicks 
now.” he explained carnestly, as if he 
were describing his stock portfolio to. 
a broker. “I can think of one chick who 
fulfills me emotionally and intellectually, 
she's really sharp and good-looking and I 
enjoy being with her, but sexually, she 
turns me off. ‘Then there's another chick 
who calls me up, comes over, we get it 
on and she splits. There have been 
nights when I never passed a word with 
her.” 


He paused for breath. He was speak 
ing with an urgency I hadn't heard before 
on the LDC. circuit, not even from 
the president. He shot forth staccato 
bursts of words punctuated with chain 
puffs on a filter cigarette. 

"I've found that people dle the 
truth, Everyone I'm having a relationship 
with knows that she is only a. part. of 
the larger whole that is my life. 1 am 
who I relate to. Tm as happy as I've 
ever bee ГЇЇ ever be. It's 
a thing 
If 1 
isfy 
might take the rest of 
my life. It’s like walking around the 
sweets looking for a hundred-dollar bill. 

never going to find it I've 
1 to pick up all the change you 
find in between. The lesson I've learned 
is this: You "t love others completely 
until you have learned to love yourself. 
The final fulfillment in life is that. 
Now 


arian beauty 
side of the singles scene, a com 
css that stuffs the and 
clouds the mind, an oppression that is 
for some, pe сер than 
the ulti 
One lacks 


1 


mate oppre 
a context 


ess. 
vhich to fit this 


Play blindmans bluff at the 


, not at the wine store. 


“Which wine?” is a touchy question. 
And closing your eyes to the labels and picking by price is not the answer. 

Of course, it's impossible to learn the value of E 
„Ж every label. But it's quite possible to keep a 
j couple of valuable ones in mind: 


Grande Marque red and Grande Marque, 


| 
2 


| white. 


Grande Marque isa fine vintage £ 
== Bordeaux, consistent from year to 
year. And check the price: ~-= 
this year, Grande Marque 
is down in most states. 
Serve it often and your 
friends will come to expect 
' the best, instead of hoping for it. 


3 All the French you need to know" 
ce? Grande Marque is a product of France, 
imported by Munson Shaw, New York. 
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achievement in male contracep- 
tion. NuForm's specially designed 
shape allows for greater freedom of move- 


ment inside the contraceptive 


„for better, more 


natural sensation for each of you. You'll both see the 
difference in NuForm's flared shape and pleasing tint. You'll 


also feel the 


cated or non-lubricated. 


Free Sample Offer — 
We would like to send 
you Free samples of 
the scientifically de- 
signed NuForm, both 
Sensitol” Lubricated 
and Non-lubricated 
forms, plus our booklet 
“There’s a great new 


ference never before experienced in a male con- 
traceptive. Electronically tested NuForm comes in a ch 


е of lubri 
Available in drugstores. 


form of contraception 
you should know 
about". Send your 
name, address and zip. 
code with 25€ for 
handling to: 

Schmid Labs., Inc. 


Hillside, N.J. 07205 


Р.О. Box 2256, Dept. B. 


f you've been reluctant to purchase 
sexual aids through the mail, the 
Xandria Collection would like tooffer you 
two things that may change your mind 


1. A guarantee 
2. Another quarantee 


First, we guarantee your privacy. 
Should you decide to order our cata- 
logue or products, your transaction will 
be held in the strictest confidence 

Your name will never (never) be used 
for additional mailings or solicitations 
Nor vill it be sold or given to any other 
company. And everything we ship to you 
is plainly packaged, securely wrapped. 
without the slightest indication of its con- 
tents on the outside. 

Second, we guarantee your satistac- 
tion. Everything offered in the Xandria 
Collection is the result of extensive 
research and real-life testing. We are so 
certain that the risk of disappointment 
has been eliminated from our products, 
that we can actually guarantee your satis- 
faction—or your money promptly, un- 
questioningly refunded. 


What is the Xandria Collection? 

It is a very, very special collection of 
sexual aids. It includes the finest and 
most effective devices available from 
around the world. Devices that can open 
new doors to sexual gratification (perhaps 


How to order them 


e ithout embarrassment. 
Sexual Aids: : erros 


without disappointment. 


many doors you never knew existed!) 

Our products range from the simple 
to the delightfully complex. They are de- 
signed for both the timid and the bold: 
For anyone whos ever wished there could 
be something more to their sex life. 

If you're prepared to intensify your 
own sexual pleasure, then by all means 
send for the Xandria Collection cat- 
alogue. It is priced at just three dollars 
which is applied in full to your first order. 

Write today. You have absolutely 
nothing to lose. And anentirelynew world 
of enjoyment to gain. 


The Xandria Collection 

Dept. PB 6 

Р.О. Box 31039 

San Francisco, CA 94131 

Please send me. by first class mail, my copy of the. 
Xandria Collection catalogue Enclosed is my check 
ог money order for three dollars which will be 
applied towards my first purchase. 

سے سے ہس سد [ 

Address. — 

cov -a 
State Zip 


Our catalogue and products are sent only to adults 
over the age of 21, Your age and signature are 
needed below 


_ years old. 


“single experience." Narcissisti@ Yes. 
Selfish? That, too. But the believer is 
protected from these criticisms by his 
belief: If I'm guilty, others are, too. It 
all cancels out in the end. 

The act of belief is a perfect detach- 
ment in itself, affording the protecti 
in this case, of a secular leap of faith. 
If one believes that the ultimate ful- 
fillment is no fulfillment at all, then 
nything becomes possible. It is a Manson- 
esque ideal. Do unto others any old way 
you goddamn well please, because noth- 
ing you can do to them, or they to you, 
will have any effect. Nothing will impinge 
upon the human experience in such a 
the result will have meaning. 
There is an irony here, the initial 
recognition that a problem exists, fol- 
lowed by a conjunctive belief that prob- 
lems can be solved by the application of 
time, money and expertise. Sign up, take 
a course, follow a system of operation, 
have a plan. The breakdown is as old 
as recorded history, the classic split be 
tween science and faith. A proces of 
problem solving such as that offered by 
LD.C. is an abject departure from the 
ageold idea that lile is a mystery, that 
emotions are inherently bottomless and 
impenetrable, that people are not 
machines that can be repaired with spare 
parts and technical know-how but souls, 
shadows of God that, like energy, can 
be neither created nor destroyed. 

One is left gasping and groping and 
wondering. Has loneliness become an 
epidemic in America? Look at the € 
dence. The singles scene, 10 ог 15 y 
ago a gaggle of bars оп Manhattan's East 
has been transformed beneath the 
weight of supply and demand 
ional economic force. According to 
1976 Statistical Abstract, there are 
some 43,500,000 single, divorced ог 
widowed people out there somewhere. 
Almost half of them are between the 
ages of 18 and ?9. They spend well 
over 200 billion dollars a year. Yet no 
one really believes that any problems are 
being solved. The loneliness business is 
at best а feeble, capitalistic attempt. to 
meet an impossible situation halfway. In 
coming years, the loneliness business will, 
in all probability, expand further, pene- 
trating the society deeper and deeper. 
Already, the personal-growth field has 
sprung up, attempting to fill the holes 
of modern angst It’s with 
singles looking for an answer and will 
doubtlessly bend itself to accommodate 
new needs of the lonely. After all, the 
aedo of the personal-growth groups is, 
adapt to what is. The whole scene is 
so goddamn American. The end of the 
Seventies is going to be a strange trip. 
Perhaps we'll end up searching not for 
ourselves but lor one another. 
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Discover Air Support Bedding 


General Bedding Corporation, the world’s largest manufacturer of air support systems for sleeping comfort 


Exclusive 5 Year Warranty 


Air Support Beddi - . Sleeping on a 
plush cushion of air is a sensation that 
conventional metal spring mattresses 
have been trying to identify 

uct with for years. Our three separate 
lines of Air Support Bedding, Inflate-A- 
Bed(& 300 (the original), Inflate-A-Bed&) 
400 (leisure model), and our new Aire- 
pedic™ 600 (permanent comfort), make 
"sleeping on air" a reality. 


End "Accepted" Morning Discomforts 


Forever ... It is essential to note that fi 


medical pi sionals around the coun- 
try have pe ised the orthopedic benefits 
derived from our sleeping systems. іп 
fact, for thousands of users, accepted 
morning aches have become a thing of 
the past. 
The primary reason you sleep better on 
ait is due to a lessening of pressure 
against the body, causing less “capil- 
lary restriction” of the blood flow. When 
such restriction occurs, you suffer from 
restless sleep. An independent labora- 
tory (International Acoustic Testing Lab 
in St. Paul) states that after extensive 
research, our air support systems “con- 
tinue to exert less pressure in most in- 
stances than a standard innerspring 
mattress.” 
Total Orthopedic Comfort is Maintained 
by Our Support Systems .. . The illus- 
tration shows the complexity of our 
exclusive air support systems. Through 
modern technology, air support bedding 
has virtually eliminated the potential 
Sagging and lumpy sides of the conven- 
tional mattress. rsonal comfort may 
be determined by increasing or decreas- 
Е the amount of air pressure. Unlike 
other contemporary bedding, two people 
can sleep virtually undisturbed by each 
other's movements. 

©1977 GENERAL EDDING CORPORATION 


their prod- Ai 


Permanent, Spare, or Leisure . . . Air 
Support Bedding! We offer three differ- 


ent Air Support Beds in our sleep line. 

ire-Pedic™ 600 (permanent comfort) 
carries a 5 year warranty, and is made 
for use as the ultimate permanent bed- 
ШУ The Inflate-A-Bed(& 300 (the опр- 
inal) with its "velvetlike" finish is 
recommended as a spare bedroom you 
n Store on a closet shelf, or for use in 


OUR GUARANTEE 

Try our “Sleep on air” con- 

cept for 14 nights. If you do 

not sleep more comfortably 

. more restfully, return for 
an immediate refund. 


“I have prescribed your bed to many of 
my patients." W.C.H., DC, Leawood, Ks. 


"Your bed is a boon to an arthritic such 
as I. In years | have not had such abso- 
lute pressure-free rest and sleep. Like 
sleeping on a cloud. The relief to my 
arthritis is unbelievable" L.AW., Dana 
Point, Ca. 


"Your bed has totally relieved my morn- 
ing backaches.” Dr. H.E.B., Butler, N.J. 


ETC Sere 
Bonus! Free with every order—an 
Inflate-A-Bed Stadium Cushion 


Call Toll-Free: 800-255-4151 


ng, "Nr Support Bed” | 
If not fully satisfied, 
V can return it within 14 days for a prompt refund. 


© | Inflate-A-Bed@ 300 (velvet-like finish) The Original 


We also offer the Inflate-A-Bed® 400 Н 
{all-vinyl leisure model) which is the | 
same as the Inflate-A-Bed-300 without ! 
the velvet-like finish. It is quite durable ! 
and can be used for everything from 
camping, as a van bed, or for nightly 
Sleeping. 


bed sizes, fit standard frames, but are | 
just as comfortable on the floor. No | 
innerspring is needed, they're com-, 
pletely washable with soap and water, 1 
and are constructed of tough poly-vinyl. | 
A customer maintenance kit and infia- ! 
tion adaptor are included with each | 
bedding system. 
1 
I 
1 
1 
1 
т 
1 


Б Twin Sze @ $4995. L1 Full Size ( $69. 
Û Queen Size @ $79.95 Г) King Size @ $99.95 
Inflate-A-Bedc) 400 (all-vinyl) Leisure Model 
(Tin Size @ $29.95 — [ Full Size @ $49.95 
E Queen Size @ $59.95 ( King Size @ $69.95 


FREE INFLATE-A-BED Stadium Cushion with each 

bed order ($4.95 value) 

O Check or M.O. Enclosed. (Ks. residents 

add 3% sales tax) 

Please charge my credit card checked 
xpre 


‘American Express BankAmericard 
Diners Club CJ Master Charge С) Carte Blanche 


Credit Card +. : 
Master Charge Bank 3... 
Name ~ А 
Address 
City. 
Signature ailes 
Prices and special offer are subject to change 
September 30, 1977. 29 
Send Coupon To: 
General Bedding Corporation 
8337 Nieman Rd, Lenexa, Ks. 66214 


800- 255-4151; Ks. : 913-492-4800 


below: 


Exp. Date 


dip 


State... 
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INTRODUCING... 
AWHOLE NEW CONCEPT IN 
CONDOM CONTRACEPTION! 


TEXTURE 
PLUS 


Erotic Texturing Plus 
Hundreds of Raised “Pleasure Dots" 
To Stimulate Her To Higher Levels of Sexual Excitement 


At last . . .a perfect blend of contraceptive and stimulator. Not like other textured condoms 
with conventional ribbing. This exclusive condom has ribbing and raised “Pleasure Dots” 
that are more pronounced . . . raised higher for greater stimulation. But that's not all 

it's the only condom with texturing all over. Eleven textured rings on the head, hundreds 
of embossed dots on the shaft. Texture Plus is preshaped and so thin it lets you feel like 
you're wearing nothing at all. Gently lubricated to work with natural secretions for extra 
sensitivity. With Texture Plus you can arouse your partner to levels of sexual excitement 
you never dreamed possible before! 

In addition, our 40-page Ѕһор-Ву-Май catalogue contains a feast to satisfy (and whet) 
Population Panning Associates. Dept, DPBX 9 the strongest sexual appetite. Thirty-sh 
od eter кетү Read, PO. Box 400. Carrboro, NC 27510 brands of condoms (the most complete sele 
T TEES ope. tion available anywhere) including sensuous. 
Певао ас урт e ا‎ SLIMS"" for those who enjoy a snugger fi 

5525 | the latest erotic books like What Turns 

1 Women On and Erotic Fantasies, plus 

books on sexual technique to make you a 

better lover, enticing lingerie, sexual aids, 

and much more. The catalogue is free with 

__ 1 еуегуогаег, Why not write today for Texture 

1 Plus or our Deluxe Condom Sampler? You 

1 and your partner will be glad you did. Your 
noney back if not delighted 


(vallet of 10 plus catalogue) 
Of 38 assorted 


Texture Р! 
1 Deluxe Condom Sampi 
_ condoms plus catalogue 

D Catalogue only 
Nama 88 


Address: 


cay 
Population Planing Associates, Dept. DPEXS 
408 Jones Ferry Road, Р.О. Box 400 
Carrboro. NC 27510 


‘OVER 500,000 SATISFIED CUSTOMERS: 


3 E 
Imawoman-and I'm not 
ashamed to admit that 
Lenjoy sex. 
I honestly believe that sex— good sex -is a woman's 
right! I want my man to know what pleases me. But, 
like many women, I had a problem. Orgasm hasn't 
always come casily. Sometimes not at all 

Then I read about Prelude 3. This new System was 
everything | hoped for—and more. My husband and 1 
immediately accepted it as a natural and exciting part 
of our lovemaking. 

Intensifies Sexual Responsiveness 

For years, Sensory Research Corp. has set the standard for those seeking genuine 
sexual awareness. Now, SRC announces the Prelude 3 System. It includes: 

The new dual-intensity vibrator. Uses standard outlet. Noiseless, hygienic. 

+ A Special Stimulator, unique to the Prelude System. Recommended by doctors, it 
is designed to provide intense sexual sensations. Nothing to insert. 

Exclusive, illustrated Guide describes how to fully enjoy Prelude 3. 

e Four massage attachments to relax and stimulate from head to toe. New feature 
locks all attachments in place. 

Only $24.95. And it's fully guaranteed. 

If you are not absolutely delighted with the results— for any reason—simply return 
the System within 30 days for a full and prompt refund. 

30-Day Money-Back Guarantee. No Questions Asked. Mail Coupon Today. 


Sensory Research Corp., Dept. B-042 
li- 5 Lawrence Street, Bloomfield, N-J. 07003 


|Ë Please send. Prelude 3 Systems @ $24.95 ea., postpaid. 
[E Tenclose C Check or D Money Order for $. 
| О BankAmericard Г? Master Charge. 


Account No. 


Name 


| nens 


сиу 
det 


ho 


Zip. 
ic Continental US. please add $1.50 far shipping. In N.J.. add Şê kales tax. 


TOUGH WHEELS 


(continued from page 171) 


“Light trucks are where 
it’s at, and there is no tell- 
ing where it will peak.” 


Porsche, One day I said to myself, ‘He's 
having twice the fun for half the trouble,’ 
and I've had a pickup ever since. It's the 
best machine I've ever owned, 

This testimony seems a trifle overstated 
when one considers the general vehicular 
enthusiasms of the American populus 
After alll, aren't big, soft cars as endemic 
to our lifestyle as hot dogs, apple pie, 
baseball and 357 magnums? How could 
anyone imply that a mere pickup would 


be a candidate in а best-vehicle contest 
here in the U.S.A? A great number of 
citizens, actually, il the sales figures from 


Detroit 
mean 


and the imported-car people 
nything. As it turns out, light 
tucks (which include most forms of 
pickups, four-wheel-drive vehicles. etc.) 
are the fastest-growing segment of the 
American саг market and have а 
my of aficionados from coast to coast. 
To put all of this in perspective, one 
should recall that the largestselling si 


gle model passenger automobile in Ame 
іса during 1976 was the Oldsmobile 


tlass, with 514,593 deliveries. Howeve 
Ford and Chevrolet pickup wucks sold 
over 600,000 models cach, which places 
them in a nose-to-nose race for the honor 
of having the number-one-selling model, 
not only in the United States but in the 
entire world! 

light trucks are where it’s at, and 
ho telling where it will peak out. 
s of these vehicles have grown at 
double the rate during the past five years, 
as in the previous five, and in 1976 all 
brands and types totaled 2,900,000 sales! 
Indi re that 1977 will be ev 
bigger, which implies either that 
absurd number of Americans are turning 
to farming and small business or that 
these vehicles are taking the place of con. 
ventional automobiles. The lanter is the 
case. At least 50 percent and per! 
many as 75 percent of all light trucks 
being used for personal, nonbusiness 
applications, according to the best in- 
dustry sources. 

"Therefore, the next pickup you see 
uundling along the interstate, its alumi- 
mper top bolted in place, twin 

sprouting from its cabtop, 

will be driven not by the local plum 
on an emergency call but by an insur 
ance salesman from Toledo, "truckin" 
West" in imaginary legion with the 18 
wheelers. He will be bellied up to his 
, chattering on his C.B. in 

his best ssce truckstop drawl, op. 
erating in some fantasy nomad's state that 


is such tof the American русі Street—first via astue Dodge and its Ford and Chevrolet 
For most of its history. the pickup has accessory manufacturers, then by Ше — counterp; е suspended. by independ- 
for pure utility: а € turers themselves. Now one cam ent front suspensions and well-engineered 
tan cab connected to a ме to а Ford, Chevrolet or Dodge solid rear axles that provide h 
Е der the most incredible— and ride softness comparable 10 
truck builders discovered 3 up truck imaginable st passenger cars. Add to this fr 
pickup customers were interested in the I one is willing to unload as much sk 
same creature. comforts to be found in $8000, he cin buy himself a pickup with ons, power steering, et 
passenger сиз. Hence, pickup trucks almost every luxury option he might get ic machines become ne: 
ppear wi n a Seville or a Continental, as well sedans, However 
AM/FM custom wheels and tires, roll ba Warlock maintains a link with tradition 
ions, power steering, ete, and bucker seats. ete. Whats more, he can Бу utilizing what Dodge calls the U 
was on to create the most Still buy old-tashioned pertormance cargo-box treatment (Chevrolet calls its 
carlike pickup. This contest pickup. Due to a loophole in the En- counterpart the Stepside; Ford, the Flare- 
| the Ford Ranchero and the vironmental Protection Agency reg side). This is simply the aged pickup 
Chevrolet El Camino, which were quasi tions that exempts vehicles of more th configuration, where а small 
pickups fashioned on pi 6000 pounds gross vehicle weight fre m is slung between a p of bul; 
chassis, but neither model hz the stringent, powercuting € fenders. In the Fifties, Detroit. pickup 
ously threatened the hardcore pickup терш; Bons, опе can purchase a pickup manufacturers converted to str ht- 
ket. By the early Seventies, safety and With a 400-plus-cubicinch ne thi 
п legi as ex. will be 1 storme 
wavapant insurance ng speed and 
"muscle car s were _ While Ford nl eto en 
turning toward the whole new world of — 6t among the pickup vendors, Dod 
ional vehides. which included 4ppeared on the market with what n 
vans. four-wheel-drive machinery, motor be the песак, most ci 
homes and pickups. Utility was being Yet. Called the Wa 
crossbred with performance and sud- ШЕ: ве Ша ding spe 
denly pickup trucks began to appear in 
offroad contests such as the Baja 1000 
ad the Mint 400, decked out with mon- y 
ster tires and roll bars and fitted with Unlike the pickups of 
thump: orsepower engines. The ar, which operated on 1 
cosmetic е supertrucks and leabspring suspensions 
were soon counter. bucklx 


pars on. M. 


and 


» optional 


sided boxes, because they provided 
ing capacity, but the 
gered 


antially more c 
old-fashioned version 
as the pickup crve 

g popularity despite 
usefulness. 

The Warlock comes with luxurious 
bucket seats, a small sport steering wl 
heretofore found only on 
machinery 


nd 
ates, it is 
1 


s 


bold colors. Add-ons such as а removable 
as sun roof and a variety of drive 
from two- and four-wheel 
hcylinder 
whopping 


How many times do you have to get burned 


before you t Quinsana Plus? 


am axles 
spired by 
pga wagons, the 


ds and Cones! 


Itching, burning athletes foot...once is enough. 


к 


PLUS 


Your first case of athlete’s foot usually we made Quinsana Plus; Effective medicated 
isn't your last case. Often, just when you medicine that kills athlete's foot fungus — tr 

think you've stamped it out, it flares up ^ plus, with daily use, it actually helps keep tie 
again. Itching and burning. That's why the symptoms from coming back. aed 
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440 cu. ins., can be obtained. Similar set- 
ups can be purchased by Ford and 
Chevrolet fanciers, but—at about $7000— 
the Dodge Warlock may be the best ex- 
pression of the over-the-counter pickup 
in the pure American idiom. 

While the pickup has not caught on 
in Europe, the Japancse have found its 
combination of utility and fun a great 
source of profit both in the home market 
and in America. Datsun, Toyora and 
Mazda all sell small pickups here, while 
Chevrolet has its LUV, which is made in 
Japan by Isuzu, and Ford its Courier— 
manufactured by Toyo Kogyo. These so- 
called minitrucks are just that—midget 
replicas of the full-size domestic machines 
that pired them. Most are roughly 
2500 pounds lighter and have wheelbases 
18-24 inches shorter than the conyen- 
tional American pickups. They are 
powered by small-displacement four 
six-cylinder engines of the type that pro- 
pel the economy sedans manufactured by 
the same Japanese companies (with the 
exception of Mazda, which produces a 
powerlul rotary-engine version—the un- 
disputed performance king of the m 
trucks). 

Datsun is the dominant company in 
the minitruck field with its line of Li'l 
Hustler trucks: tiny, neatly styled pickups 
that first caught on in Southern 
fornia among the fers and dirtbike 
contingents and spread out among 
campers—who attached condensed camp- 
er bodies to them—and the general 
public, many of whor 
thing larger than a bag of groce 
them, The Datsun Li'l Hustler is rather 
typical of the breed, coming with a four- 
cylinder, 119.1-си.-іп. engine mounted or 
a compact 100-inch wheelbase. A four- 
speed transmission is standard, though a 
five-speed manual and а three-speed auto- 
matic are optional, as are а 10inch- 
wheelbase "stretch" bed for more carrying 
capacity and an extended cab for more 
room (most of these minitrucks are a tight 
fit for six-footers). While all sorts of com- 
fort and custom-decor options аге avail- 
ble, from both Datsun and a legion of 
aftermarket manufacturers, the basi 
Hustler can be purchased for 
$4000 (as is true with its competitors) 
and, therefore, provides some of the 
cheapest utility transport in the world, 
especially when its gasoline mileage in 
the 25-mpg range is considered. 

Pickup trucks of all sizes are booming 
in America, but they remain only a seg- 
ment of the phenomenon known as the 
R.V, ог recreational-vehicle, market. 
This catchall category is sort of a collec- 
tion depot for all the vehicles that are 
not pure passenger cars yet do not 
qualify as outright commercial trucks. 
"Therefore, this subspecies includes such 
variations as motor homes, campers, vans 


198 and four-wheel-drive machinery, as well 


as pickups. Of course, when onc thinks 
of R.V.s and four-wheel drive, visions of 
Willys Jeeps come to mind, leaping and 
bucking over sand dunes and scrambling 


through wooded streams, The Jeep was 
developed during World War Two (orig- 


inally by the American Bantam Company 
and later by Willys) and stands for G.P., 
or general-purpose, vehicle, Alter plung- 
ing into. relative obscurity following the 
end of the war, the Jeep has blossomed 
into one of the great cult vel 
modern day. Old version 
lected and restored and Willys—now a 
profitable division of American Motors— 
js laboring hard to keep up with de- 
mand for its latter-day С]-5 and C]-7 
models, both of which maintain a strong 
styling and engineering link with the first 
models, which became as much a part of 
Am n World War Two legend as 
Kilroy was here,” Betty Grable pinups 
and GI Joe himself. И is the shorter 
(83.5-inch wheelbase) С]-5 that can claim 
direct lineage to the old war horse, but it 
is the longer—by ten inches—CJ-7 that 
is clearly the more appealing of the pair. 


The CJ-7 (CJ stands for Civilian Jeep) 
comes equipped with full-time four-wheel 
the optional 


drive. Add three-speed 


s hardtop and 304cu.in. 
and the CJ-7 becomes nearly civilized 
in terms of broad appeal as an olf- 
road sportster and a quick, maneuve 
able and thoroughly enjoyable го: 
machine. It is also expensive. A heavily 
equipped CJ-7 can cost well over $7000 
and a Spartan CJ-5, with rag top. manual 
threespeed transmission and standard 
six-cylinder engine, is about $2000 less. 
While one is hardly purchasing com- 
modious interiors and silent highway rui 
ning for these prices, the CJ-series Jeeps 
offer a special brand of fun and a strange 
sense of omnipotence that comes only to 
drivers of [our wheeldrive machinery, 
who feel that no snowbank is too deep 
or trail too rutted to impede their prog- 
ress, Also, there is a certain satisfaction 
to be gained from the pure funci 
of the machine—the stark simplicity of 
the device that creates ап aura of inde 
structibility. As one automotive writer put 
it, “In a Су Jeep. youre constantly re- 
minded of its toughnes, the heavy- 
aded use of exposed hex-head bolts 
nd blacksmith-simple angular fittings 
assuring you that nothing is going to 
fall oft." 

Nothing is going to fall off—that is the 
underlying message of all the ultrarugged, 
semimilitary four-wheel-drive vehicles 
that have followed the Jeep into the 
market place. Willys produces a series 
of four-wheel-drive pickups and other 
vehicles, as do International Harvester, 
Ford, Che Г.С. and Dodge. An 
amalgam of the Jeep and the pickup is 
the Chevrolet Blazer, which is larger 


than a Jeep and has more people-carrying 
capacity than a pickup. Using Chevrolet 
truck components for the most part, the 
Blazer has been a rugged and particular- 
ly successful addition to the recreational 
field since its introduction in 1969. It 
and its twin, the С-М.С. Jimmy (which 
shares everything except the name plate), 
have been refined over the years to a 
point where they are large and comfort- 
able vehicles both on and off the road 
and are employed by many purchasers as 
full-time family sedans. The Blazer—like 
virtually every other entrant in the R.V. 
field—is available with endless numbers 
of options; but the best basic configura- 
tion utilizes the wonderfully smooth and 
reliable Chevrolet 350-cu-in, V8 in com- 
bination with the G.M. three-speed Tur- 
D This. in 


bo Hydra-matic t 
conjunction with full-time four- 


the 
wheel-drive system, makes for an ideal 


setup, simply because one does not have 
to shift in and out of four-wheel drive de- 
pending on conditions. The one penalty, 

all vehicles of this type, is gas 
ge, which seldom exceeds 12 mpg. 
how conservatively one 


r that covers the two front 
5. A removable fiberglass hardtop en- 
closes the rear portion of the machine. 
These com! ion station wagon /trucks 
ble in a variety of forms; from 
the Wagoneer and the Chero- 
the Suburban 
r to the Blazer/Jimmy but longer 
closely related to the 
agon concept than to a pickup) 
and from Dodge and Plymouth as the 
Ramdirger and the Trail Duster. All 
are expensive, ranging from $6000 to 
$10,000, depending on options, but they 
provide uniquely functional vehides for 
all manner of driving conditions. 

Perhaps the most unusual variation on 
the four-wheel-drive theme is the Subaru. 
four-wheel-drive station wagon, with ils 
simulated-wood side pancling and roof 
rack thar make it appear more suited to 
supermarket shopping than to off-road 
stump jumping. The Subaru is, in fact, 
a modified version of conventional 
wagon that is powered by a water-cooled, 
opposed-four-cylinder, 56-hp engine d 
through the front wheels. Its general 
styling themes and performance make it 
closely related to Datsuns and Toyotas 
of similar size and cost, but the addition 
of four-wheel drive (accomplished by fit- 
ting а transfer case and drive shaft to 


transmit. power to the rear wheels) turns 


about 18 seconds) but strong and re- 
ple, this particular vehicle may be the 
forerunner of a whole new gene 
compact four-wheel-drive passenger cars 
and st gons that will offer mila 
n the neighborhood of 30 mpg wi 


“Oh, Lord, bestow Thy mercy upon our dear young sister 
and forgive her for straying. .. . 


supertraction on ice, snow, sand and mud 
tossed in as a bonus. 

The Subaru four-wheel-drive wagon 
costs around $4200, including radio, four 
speed transmission, full carpeting, rear- 
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Ribbed Condom. IC gana ысы 


Now 112 Ribs Better. heavy-duty suspension, reclining bucket 
"The original Stimula ® with 765 raised ribs on the seats, tinted glass, etc, which add up to 
shaft was the first condom designed by scientists create a substantial automotive ba 


specifically for a woman's pleasure. Thanks to its ultraeficient 1600-c.c, еп. 
Now, there's a new Stimula with 112 extra ribs on 
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у E 1 gine, which meets both the Environmen: 

LO cu Er pisa 's tal Protection Agencys and the more 
From the moment of penetration, Stimula's unique гоя DARE C y аа 

design can enhance your lovemaking with sensations swingent California Air Resources 

never experienced before. Board's exhaust-emission standards with- 


ph ite hadigi шне the ne SUAM mede, catalytic converter, the Subaru pro- 

neously. It’s anatomically shaped to cling to the penis. vides an extra bonus by being operable 

And it's lubricated with SK-70 dry silicone to work with a on low-cost regular-pump gasoline. In 

woman's natural secrotions terms of versatility in а small automotive 
i Be Deeds amest man package, it is hard to surpass this boxy 
theta Sla have aand Loca bought || but boldly dilferent little wagon. 


out 


Ie ROCK e None of the major manufacturers have 
for your sample today. yet made the rather obvious connection 
s beween four-wheel drive and the im- 


аз епіс Inc. Dept. PB-25 а 
ета mensely popular vans that аге swarming 


1 Stamford, Conn. 06904. across the nation. but several custom 


] Please send me (check box) builders are making conversions of this 
1 О ѕаѕетріег of 12 Stimule. Y E e se 
lecce camem nature and there is enormous activity in 

condoms the entire field. Probably the most ad- 


| C1525 super sampler of 120 condoms A 7 vhi 
E EE, vanced concept comes from Ford, which 


| 7" vibrator only $1 with any order introduced a model in 1974 that. placed 
check Осәһ  CMoneyorder | | the engine farther forward than in con- 
ventiomal vans. This engine placement 
added to interior space and provided 
more crash. protection than normal vans, 
which placed the power plant between 
the driver and the frontseat passenger 
and therefore left them vulnerable to 
head-on collisions. As we said, accesories 
are the life source of all recreation 
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FOR THE WAREHOUSE SALES Ford makes its van available in a ty 
T of styles, ranging from the normal cargo 

*HOT STUFF type with no side windows to a club. 
with windows all around, Wheclbases 
DIRECT TO PUBLIC 124 or 138 inches and power plants v 
cylinder to а 351- 
Sa 1 V8. Both a threespeed manual 


are available, as is a. variety of exotic in- 


30 contraceptive brands : terior . One of the neatest op- 
(50 condoms in all) for only $10 CALL TOLL FREE tions is Ford's swiveling front chairs, with 
Enioy all the nationallysdvertlaad immense padded backs and armrests that 
brands you've been wanting to use , - н ш 
privately. and at major dis- = new лахт 800-822-8926 rival anything to be found in the cabins 
‘counts. Federal, America’s 


coldest and largest mail order - OUT OF of executive jets. Regardless of the form 
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е аы t І i 

wrapper. Don’t Wi——————-——-—-—— gu sen suited to the hard realities of 
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standing prices. AUDIO DISCOUNT 
Е surrounding the world of trucks. 


"WAREHOUSE SALES 2 
175 Moemou Rd. W. Long Branch, NI. 07764 So pick a machine, a fattired, Oh-my 
leave rush me your FREE Audio Cata > End Tes Í 
Tease rnb me your FREE Audlo Catalog God four-wheel-drive monster or a throw 
cuf back pickup or a loaded van, plug in an 
eighttrack of C. W. McCall, light up the 
ole C.B. and start modulatin' on channel 
19. Start truckin', good buddy, because, 
like the man says. getting there is all 


he fun, 
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Satisfaction Guaranteed or Money а 


Holland House 
makes whiskey come alive! 


Harry Hos! 
And he knows that w 


E loves putting on a show. 

T ure to get applause. 

оа and three different cocktai 

+ fs lento of time to mingle with his 

is friend H. She's been pl: 

r5 years and he still hasn't quite gotten the jc 
hinking maybe Tina will be 
new leading ladv. 


Harriet, Friend of Host 


Harriet likes her Whiskey S 
tart, not-too-sweet. 
perfect it actually reminds her aet 
week she once spent in the tropics. In 
fact, something is always reminding her 
of something else. For tonight, she 
wishes she had remembered to remind 
Harry not to invite Tina. Even though 
Tina is her best friend, she can't stand 
Tina when she has such a terrific tan. 
(Especially if she's around Charlie.) 


Charlie Connoisseur: 


Charlie can charm the trunk offan 
elephant, but now, caught between Harriet 
En the pate de foie gras on one side, and 
"Tina and the beluga r on the other, 
he's feeling like a pressed duck. It's a good 
thing it's almost time for another one of 
Harry's smooth, refreshing Mint Juleps. 
(He's delighted Harry has taken the care 
to make his drinks а s hi 
d'ocuvres, but he s 
drink was made from a mix.) 


The delicious taste of Holland House Cocktail Mixes can make your party 
as well as your whiskey come alive. (No matter who's on your guest list.) 
Holland House, the inventors of cocktail mixes, offers you 37 different ways 
to make your party a success. And because our mixes are concentrated, 
they taste better and goa lot furtherthan most other mixes. 
You can be confident that no matter how exotic the cocktail, 
you can easily make it perfect every time. You'll be mixing 
just before sipping (using your own liquor) so you'll have а 
fresh tasting drink the exact strength you like. 

When you have everything you need for an authentic, 
matchless mixed drink right in the Holland House packet or 
bottle, why start from scratch? 


Tina Tennis: 


She's just back from tennis camp on 
one of "her islands; and can't wait to 
try out her new serve on Charlie. If 
hell let her. Recently, all she's been 
matched up with is a tennis ball. But 
at least tomght she's discovered the 
Holland House Manhattan, and it's a 
smash. Just the right taste. For her, 

it's a great mixed doubles drink, even 
though mixed singlesis more her game. 


Holland House 
Cocktail Mixes 


Makes liquor come alive. 
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PRINZE ............„ 


“The Prinze-Bruce engagement lasted a week and ended in 
a traumatic call that left Kitty feeling hurt and abused.” 


warned, “a lot 
gether, ‘The 


l an entourage with him: secretary "Ви, Freddie,” 
ke-up man, lawyer, chaullcur. of people get th 


Tm telling you, Brenner, man, question is, can you lift 
gs are great!” Freddie announced. “I . 
did have some trouble, though, driving From his first days in Los Angeles, 
up to Malibu in my Stingray." Freddie grilled Komack about Lenny 
Brenner cut him off. i Bruce, “He's the ultimate comic,” Fred- 


Freddie. If yo 
would have s: 


die insisted, “He took all the risks. 
the shop. When one critic hailed Pri 
Why are you kind of ond Lenny Bruce,” it triggered some- 
it is and where you're going? What do I thing. By the summer of 1974. Prinze had 

You're talking to me, man, to bought all the Bruce albums and had 


nze as "a sec- 


Brenner from New York.” read all the books about him. Now he 
Freddie laughed. He went and got a wanted to meet Kitty, Bruce's daughter. 


soft drink, then began talking about how He asked 
much money he had in the bank. Ashe meeting. К у 
paused to sip the soda, it dribbled down апа Freddie met the plane, wearing а 
his chin and onto his shirt. “Isn't that — cmico лхо tHe мах Tshirt. Their rela- 
something?” Brenner giggled. “You gota tionship was intense from the start 
Stingray, you know how to get to Mali- To be they were an odd couple. 
bu and Palm Springs, you got a hundred Freddi ad now slender, with his 
thousand dollars in the bank, and you drooping, parabolic mustache; Ki 
still don't know where your mouth is. blonde, slightly overweight. dolllike, а 
You ought to say over and over to your- year younger. But they spent almost every 
self, "Under the nose, above the chin, day together, catching old Marx Brothers 
under the nose, above the chin." ” movies in Santa Monica, rushing into 

“I know. I know,” Freddie laughed. the West Los Angeles gym where Freddie 
"Bur I tell you. I really got my shit to- took his karate lessons and talking about 
gether, I really do.” Lenny Brace. 


“If 1 don't cure your wife of her [rigidity, 
there won't be any charge." 


To Kitty, Freddie was a wish fulfilled. 
He was funny. He seemed genuincly 
interested in her and he made her laugh. 
It was the first time, she would later tell 
him, that anyone had made her laugh 
since Lenny. She called him her “funny 
man. 

But as their relatio: developed. it 
seemed to her that Freddie was becoming 
more and more preoccupied with her 
father. Often they would head up the 
steep road toward the four-bedroom cliff- 
hanging house in the Hollywood hills 
where Kitty had lived as a child—and 
where Lenny had died in 1966. 
eddie also loved to zoom up that road 
in his yellow, beat-up 1968 Buick, scaring 
Kitty as he managed nearly impossible 
n turns on the way to the house. 
One day he got permission from the new 
owners to go inside. He took Kitty with 
him and they spent two hours there. 
ї the tree Lenny had planted for 
Kitty when she was born. 

For a brief and unintentionally cruel 
time, Prinze had convinced everyone, in- 
cluding himself, that he was going to 
marry Kitty. At one point, he told Sally 
Мат (Lenny's mother), who was leaving 
for New York, to stop in and see his 
parents. “After all^ he told her, “you 
folks should get to know one another, 
since you'll be relatives soon." 

But the Prinze-Bruce engagement 
ted only a week and ended in а trau- 
matic phone call that left young Kitty 
art and abused. “He was blunt 
and cruel.” she told her mother, Honey. 
"He just admitted he's been with me all 
this time because I was Leuny's daughter.” 
y was over, but his 
ination with Lenny only intensified. 

A few weeks later, Freddie picked up 
Brenner after a gig at the Comedy Store 
and they went for a ride. Soon Prinze 
turned north on Kings Read and shifted 
down. gave Freddie a strange 
look. y" Prinze soothed. "I 
just want to show you something." 

Three minutes later, they were there. 
Prinze motioned Brenner out of the car 
and over to a la tree in front ot the 
house. "See this tee?” he pointed. "Len- 
nted this tree when Kitty was 
у that was her tree.” 

lr was a big tree. Prinze reached up, 
tore off a new leaf and gave it to Bren- 
ner. Then he produced his wallet 1 
frond that had been entombed 
in plastic since his affair with Kitty. “I've 
ied this around for months,” he 
ed. “This is Lenny Bruce.” 
ts very nice," Brenner cautiously 
responded. “But, Freddie, it's just a tree. 
It's just a tree. 


Chico continued to pull high ratings 
t 


and it wasn't long before the Las Vegas 
isinos were after Prinze, Caesars Palace, 
particular. Sidney Gathrid, who books 
entertainment for the hotel and is an 


TO WIN... 
YOU DOIT BETTER. 


To make its finest clothing look even better, 
Sears has given Johnny Miller Menswear 
outstanding everyday prices. It's an exceptional 
value as well as a winning look. 


S 9 The Blazers. 


Their neat well-tailored fit comes from СРЕ 
workmanship, They offer handsome styling, carefully 
handled details, and real comfort. In a luxurious, yet 
lightweight, blend of polyester and wool. In light blue, 
navy or camel. 
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SL The dress shirt that 
doubles as a sport shirt. 
The new, EUH pointed collar and 
classic details make it very dressy. 
But the cool fabric and comfort- 
able cut make it very sporty. You 
decide. In white, blue, ecru or tan. 
In a blend of 55% cotton and 
4596 polyester. 


$93 The versatile slacks 


match the blazers in 
quay and blend handsomely 
with them. In a colorful range of 
rich solids and timely patterns. 
They combine real comfort with 
the good fit that fine tailoring 
provides. A blend of polyester 
and wool. 
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experienced talent spotter and had seen 
Freddie on the college circuit earlier, 
called Jonas in New York and suggested 
Freddie might be ripe for a Vegas spot. 

“You may be right about Freddie,” 
Jonas told Gathrid. “But I think it's too 
soon. Let’s hold off. I think he needs a 
little more development.” 

Gathrid was surprised. People rarely 
turned down Caesars Palace. But Jonas 
was from the old school of management, 
where talent was nurtured and gradually 
built up. 

Communication was sometimes difficult 
between Jonas and Prinze and. more 
often than not, it was aggravated by the 
fact that for a long time Jonas stayed in 
New York, commuting cach week to Los 
Angeles for the Friday-night tapings. 

Freddie started to complain. “I 
someone to represent me out here, 
s 


need 
"һе 
id to DeBlasio one day. “By the time 
Jonas picks up the beat, I could be yester- 
day's news. I need the clout now." 

Freddie finally decided he wanted to 
drop Jonas and told Kon 
“Freddie, no way,” Komack argued. 
“You just came to California, you're 
nineteen years old and you do not do 
that. If you want to get rid of Jonas,” he 
suggested. "wait a у He's not 
gonna be in your way." 

Prinze was unconvinced. “Нез a little 
short fella with a toupec and he just won't 


k about it. 


ar or two. 


handle my career right,” he insisted. Ko- 
mack would not discuss it further 
Three months later, after his salary 
1 been upped to $1500 per cpisode, 
reddie brought it up again. Again, 
Komack refused ro discuss it. 
Jonas finally decided to go out Wi 
He had opened an office im Californi 
had prepared ads for all the Holly 
wood press and had rented a beautiful 
apartment. 
He called Freddie from the Friars 
Club to tell him he was on the way. 
"Don't come out,” Prinze said сигу. 
"I just fired you. You're gonna get an 
су letter. You did everything for 
he said, talking much faster, “but 
Im too big for you. I don't need you 
anymore.” 
“Freddie,” Jonas warned, “you're go 
ing to have a big fight on your hands 
Jonas had Freddie under contract for six 
more years. He canceled his Los Angeles 
lease, called his lawyer and filed suit. 
Freddie called DeBlasio to tell him the 
news and his new manager—no longer 
handling Pryor—went to work at once. 
But first there were a few outstanding 
commitments. 


h; 


1 always found myself with hook- 
ers and strippers, what society calls 
the low-lifes. One hooker told me 1 
was the type of guy she'd never 
charge, and I dug that. Hookers are 


great because they're all woman. Td 
marry a hooker in a minute. 
— FREDDIE PRINZE, 1975 


In March 1975, Freddie flew to 
Nevada for a weckend engagement at the 
Sahara Tahoe. On his first night there. he 
met Kathy Barber. There were plenty of 
girls in the crowded casino that night, 
but somehow Kathy stood out. She had 
long black hair, a great body and a smile 
no man could resist. She was a cocktail 
waitress with an arrest charge—eventu- 
ally dismissed—for prostitution. 

They retired to his room, but they 
talked for hours. Then they made love. 
It was the biggest compliment he could 
ever hope to receive, the fulfillment of a 
longstanding fantasy. As he later ad- 
mitted, he assumed she was a hooker— 
and a special oi 
it to him for free 

Prinze returned to Los Angeles and 
found he was intrigued by her. Her orig- 
inal name was Kathy Cochran; she was 
a West Virginia girl. Her folks were 
Southern Baptists who had moved to 
Albuquerque, New Mexico, where they 
opened an art gallery and went to 
church regularly 

Against her 


, at that, who was giving 


parents’ wishes, Kathy 
married a teenaged boyfriend. When the 
marriage failed, she moved to Reno and 
into a second marriage that lasted less 
than а year 
Kathy is a 


most attractive woman. 


It's easy to turn a heap into 


She was broke, had a very good body 
and decided to use it. Without telling her 
parents, she started working in 1968 at 
the Mustang Ranch, a legal brothel in 
Nev: 

After nearly three years of intermit 
tent employment and not enough money, 
Kathy left the ranch in 1971 and attempt- 
ed to start а beauty-supply business in 
Reno with Carol Novak, who was also a 
divorcee, The women opened The An- 
swer Shop in Reno, on the south end of 
town. It was а poor location and after 
three months, the business folded. 

That's when she decided to take the 
cocktail-waitress job in Tahoe and met 
Freddie there one evening in 1975. 
ly the next morning, Carol's phone 
rang. “Hey,” said an excited Kathy, "I 
just met this fantastic guy and it's gre: 
ol said, hall-awake. 
" Kathy giggled, "did you ever 
hear of a guy named Freddie Prinze? 

It wasn't long before Kathy left Ne- 
vada to share the small $300-a-month 
Hollywood apartment with. Freddie and 
Duke, her large Doberman. She was le- 
gitimate again—and she promised Fred 
die she wouldn't work. Kathy was all 
his now, and vice versa, They placed few 
demands on themselves and. more im 
portant, Freddie wusted her. At first, he 
told friends and the press that they had 


da. 


met in Jackson Hole, Wyoming. Later, he 
said Lake Tahoe and that she was a trav- 
el agent, then a cocktail waitress and, 
finally, an artstore employce. 

“Two years à Freddie later con- 
fided, "it would have mattered to me 
what her profession was, but now I don't 
give a fuck. I wonder: Have I matured 
that much, or is it that I just fried my 
brain in the Sixties and I just don't care 


anymore?” 


. 
Since their first and only phone call a 
year earlier, Gathrid had yet to 1 
from Jonas about the Caesars Palace 
offer. Prinze was hot and Gathrid knew 
the time was right. 
“Surely,” Gathrid tried to persu 
"he's ready now." Jonas muttered that 
he was no longer Freddie's manager 
Gathrid traced Prinze to DeBlasio to 
make the deal: one-shot appearance for 
Prinze as an opening act in April, for 
which he would be paid S: 000, get 75 
percent billing on the marquee and be 
allowed 35 minutes 
Freddie's first Vegas ance, with 
Paul Anka in April 1975, was а sma 
ing success. and Gathrid found that, de- 
spite Anka’s strong following, Prinze was 
a good draw on his own. 
His material wasn't polished, but it 
worked. Prinze was cute, he was funny 
and the baby jowls had tightened into 


dimples that mothers could love. He had 
been warned to keep the Vegas routine 
clean, to maintain that false sense of 
morality imposed on those who work the 
casinos. With only a few verbal jabs at 
Nixon and a mildly salty vaudeville joke 
that Albertson had provided, he walked 
off to loud applause. 

By the end of that first weck, however, 
Freddie had grown discouraged. He 
wanted to do his social-commentary stuff 
the blue Lenny Bruce material. His 
friends told him to wait—there would 
always be time for that. First, they ad- 
vised, build your career, so you have the 
credibility to say what you want. 

Prinze chose not to wait. A few weeks 


after the C gement, Freddie 
left for a on l tour as the 
opening act for his singersongwritcr 


friend Paul Williams. They had met a 
few months before and had liked cach 
other immediately. Freddie loved his mu. 
sic and he would frequently drop by to 
visit his small but talented friend 
his equally small white spinet piano. 

The Williams tour took Prinze (and. 
Kathy) on a grueling journey of one- 
nighters to places such as Westbury, New 
York, Valley Forge, Pennsylvania, and a 
handful of state fairs, where the little old 
ladies with blue hair came to sce Chico 
Rodriguez and to laugh. Instead, they 
saw a dirty little boy. 

Before Prinze had a chance to ponder 


and 


You don't have to knock yourself out to 
make your car look terrific. J/Wax Kit will 
make it easy for you. Kit's pre- 
7 softened —it liquifies as it 
Le hits the finish. Deep 
cleans. Wipes off easy. 
There’s no easier, faster 
LA way to get a long-lasting 
paste wax shine 
than with 
J/Wax Kit. 


x 


No wonder 
it's +1. 


PLAYBOY 


206 


the implications of his poor road rec 
tion, the bosses at. Caesars beckoned 1 
back. In July, they negotiated a subst 
tial arrangement for him. The Willi 
Morris Agency, Freddie's agents since his 
arrival in Los Angeles, issued some steep 
requests this time, but Gathrid honored 
Imost every one: a four-week pact for 
1976 (two two-week engagements) for 
0,000 a week. A codicil at the end of 
the agreement made the contract even 
more attractive: If the 1976 engagements 
were successful, Caesars would make 
Prinze a headliner, extend his contract 
six weeks into 1977 and up his weekly 
take to an incredible 590.000. It was 
more than mutually acceptable—to Prinze 
it was Cinderella without а pumpkin and 
he eagerly signed on. 
. 

All over the country,” Prinze once 
told a friend, “kids are drowning in thei 
chicken soup and their mothers are just 
ng they're tired. I know better, be- 
cause I'm onc of those kids.” 

He was talking about Quaaludes, the 
soporific downers he loved, but he also 
knew better about other drugs. He knew. 
the people in Hollywood who dabbled in 
them as well. “If I ever wrote a book 
on all the people I know who take drug 
in show business,” he said, “mid i 
would freal 

Somehow he main 


ludes and Courvoisier by the 
bottle. It was a roller-coaster existence. 


г estimates of Prinze’s drug 
intake have been too polite, too con- 
servative. One dealer in Los Angeles 
often grossed $1000 from Freddie two- 
day sprees. The dealer had promised 


Prinze pharmaceutical-quality 
but stepped on it anyway. 

"The Quaaludes came, more often than 
not, from obliging Beverly Hills physi 
cians. They were cheaper by prescription 
(S15 for 100), which Freddie often filled 
at Schwab's drugstore, where he had an 
account. When Freddie ran out, he'd 


cocaine 


often pay three or four dollars for cach 
pill on the street. 

In the early days, he tried just about 
cverythi 


g from angel dust (anim 
quilizer) to heroin. A few friends knew 
about the angel dust. The smack ма 
Freddie’s secret. On two occasions, he 
shot it into the small veins between his 
toes. “I wanted to get closer to Lenny,” 
he later told a friend, but the heroin was 
not a satisfying experience. 

He prided himself on living on the 
edge, on seeing how far he could go on 
how little steep, how close he could flirt 
with oblivion and still return to the civi 
lized world, In time, his fascination with 
drugs and Lenny Bruce extended to a 
preoccupation with guns—and death. 
Besides Lenn 


y once made a trip to West Los 
Angeles to look at Monroe's grave and 
Joe DiMaggio's roses. Freddie had read 
Mark Lanes Rush to Judgment at least 
four times, had become an apologist for 
Mort Sahl's conspiratorial theories and 
had purchased a copy of the Zapruder 
m of the assassination in Dallas. 

The film was on a loop and he kept it 
on his projector to show friends. 


look at 
ticularly obsessed by the frames tha 
ured the precie moment the 


bullet 
from the assassin's gun ripped into the 


“No, yow're not a pervert . . . in your case, 
bestiality is perfectly normal." 


President's skull. He would slow the 
film down at that point and identify 
the different parts of Kennedy’s brain as 
they fell to the street in Dallas. 

But he never knew much about guns 
until he went to Los Angeles. He was 
surprised to find out how many people 
п show business owned weapons. It 
seemed they were as prolific as drugs. 

On one occasion, Freddie and Bursky 
were watching old movies at Freddie 
new apartment when Freddie brought 
out a Colt Python 357 magnum. Bursky 
stared at it. “Where the hell did you get 
this?” he asked Freddie. 

“L got it from a fiend,” Prinze boasted, 
naming a fellow comedian he'd met at 
party. 

“Why would he give it to you?" 

Prinze was sitting in his underwear, 
toying with the weapon. He chuckled, 
“Because he doesn't trust himself with 

Bursky almost laughed. “And he gave 
it to you? 

А pizza they had ordered arrived and 

ze put the gun down. They smoked 

ss. drank a Није. By 3:30 
in the morning, Bursky was wiped out. 
He wanted to go home. He looked over 
at Freddie. He was still playing with the 
gun. Prinze took a bullet and put it in 
the cylinder. He pulled the hammer back 
and forth. He spun the cylinder, looked 
up at Bursky, then spun the cylinder 
again. Suddenly, he lifted the gun to 
his head and pulled the trigger. Th 
was a click. 

He had picked an empty chamber. 
Bursky froze for an instant, not believing 
what had just happened. He started to 


some 


shake, "Freddie. 1 always believed you 
were the luckiest human b the 
world. Now I'm convinced of it 


Freddie stood up and headed for the 
partment's balcony. He opened the slid- 
ing doors and walked out. still in his 
underwear. He aimed the gun high, 
pulled the hammer back and fired the 
weapon. A flash of flame nearly a foot 
long exploded from the barrel and the 
recoil threw Freddie back а few steps. 

The noise was deafening, Instinctively, 
Prinze threw the gun onto the floor. Both 
men dove for the carpet and the neigh- 
borhood lit up. 


Tl see people at Hollywood par- 
lies, drinking martinis, getting wiped 
oul, swapping wives... And I'd say, 
“What the hell is this?” It’s зо Ro- 
man. Га sit there and get sick. I go 
for honesty, and what society calls 
the low-lifes are really the good 
people by comparison 

— FREDDIE PRINZI 


Most of the motorcycle cops who hide 
out along hilly Laurel Canyon to catch 
speeders knew Freddie as the “blue 
streak.” They used to nail him qui 
regul s he sped down the hill in 
his bright-blue Corvette Stingray. Freddie 


would just as regularly trick his way out 
of a ticket: “Officer, please, I've got diar- 
thea, Just follow me to the gas station, 
then give me the ticket.” He pulled into 
the station's “cl rest room, slammed 
the door and waited 20 minutes. It 
worked; the cop had left. 

Then there was the charity scam. He 
5 two for two on that onc—the excuse 
Dystrophy 
had just called him to make an emer- 
gency appearance on a local telethon. 

Bur one night a cop got him. It was 
two o'clock in the morning and Freddie 
was meandering through a school zone 
at 70 miles an hour. It was а story he 
loved to tell: "*Don't you know it's a 
school zone? the cop asked me. I said, 
"Yeah, but it's two o'clock in the moi 
ing.’ He said, “But it’s still а school zone. 
‘Office: y kids are in there at two in 
the morning, you better get in there, 
"cause theyre taking typewriters.” That 
ticket put Freddic in driving school. 

But when Freddie got his own place, 
1 Kathy moved 
lessness seemed to disappear. Freddie 
began telling friends he was on a natural 
high. Kathy's friend Carol Novak also 
came from Reno to become his secretary: 
and his offi life straightened out соп. 
siderably as well. 

In August, Kathy told Freddie she was 
pregnant. At first he was angry, but he 
felt he loved Kathy and the pregnancy 
seemed for moment to cement that 
emotion. He asked her to marry him. 
She accepted. One of Carol's first jobs 
was to plan the wedding. On Freddie's 
structions, she flew to Las Vegas and 
met h Billy Weinberger, one of the 
top bosses at Caesars, to suggest the wed- 
ding take place there, Weinberger was 
delighted. 

Carol called pastor Stanley Unruh, 
Unruh had moved to Las Vegas in 1972. 


, much of that re 


He likes to tell his parishioners that the 
Lord brought him to the sinful city and 
to the small Sunrise Southern Baptist 


Church he now runs on the outskirts of 
Part of his regular sermon is that 
never pulled a handle" and he 
never intends to. 

He hadn't seen Kathy in years, and the 
little girl who had played with his daugh- 
a child in Albuquerque had grown 
into a beautiful woman. He had never 
met Prinze, but Unruh was excited at 
the thought of his first "star" wedding. 

Unruh would be disappointed. When 
he arrived at the suite in Caesars north- 
central tower on October 13, there were 
few stars to be found. It was to be a very 
quiet, very small ceremony. 

DeBlasio was there, so were Carol, 
Albertson (who was working in Vegas at 
the time) and the parents of the bride 
and the mother of the groom. Just before 
Freddie slipped the plain gold wedding 
band on Kathy's finger, Albertson joked, 
"Is not too late. You can pretend it's a 


“Is that a fact? I always thought that what Churchill said 
was ‘We shall fight on the beaches.’ " 


vaudeville act 
laughed. 

As soon as he returned from Nevada, 
Freddie took Kathy over to meet Ko- 
mack. While the bride and the producer 
chatted, Freddie dashed upstairs with a 
present for Maxine, Komad 
old daughter. It 
photo of himself that she had asked 
for months earlier. He borrowed one of 
her pens and si special 
message. Maxine thanked him for the 
photo, but she did not show it to anyone 
else. Alter reading the inscription, she 
carefully buried it in a dresser drawe 

The autographed 8" x 10" glossies wer 
as close as he ever came to hyping hı 
self. Twice he had turned down Tshirt 
nd merchandising offers, He had refused 
to do a centerfold for Playgirl ("ГИ have 
to consult my pricst") and was considered 
by many writers to be a tough interview. 

His marriage to Kathy convinced him 
even more to try to hold on to his private 
life. He wanted to protect her—and he 
did. Even Prinze's closest friends never 
got too close to Mrs. Prinze. Komack had 
met her a total of two times. Albertson 
was with the couple on only three occa- 
ions. Freddie saw his job as shi 
Kathy from the outside world. 


Shortly after the wedding, Fri 
called to congratulate Freddie. Friedman. 
had been seduced by and was 
opening a second Improvisation. Fred- 

s in great spirits. He liked the idea 
and became one of the first investor 
Friedman sold 15 points (at $2000 a 
point) to a number of comedians and 
Freddie became a $2000 partner, along 
with Harvey Korman, J. J. Walker and 
comedienne Liz Torres. 

Friedman. didn't need the money, but 
he's known for using his talent as well as 
he showcases it. “I knew then that if I 
could make them all investors," he says, 
“they'd come down here and work the 
place for me.” He was right: Prinze be- 
Game a regular, 

He was also about to become a father. 

It was going to be Kathy's first child 
and she decided she would undergo hyp- 
nosis when she delivered it. Th ough a 
Los Angeles hypnosis association, she was 
referred to a Dr. William Kroger, who 
was also a psychiatrist. She went to sce 
him in November and was impressed 
with his care and his credentials. 

After the second session with Dr. 
Kroger, Kathy decided she didn't have 
the concentration for the hypnosis to 
work. But she thought he'd be great for 
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Freddie, Prinze started seeing Kroger in 
December. 

‘Things had begun to sour quickly with 
their marriage. The disintegration began 
over little things. He loved sports. She 
didn't. He loved to read. She loved the 
soaps. He was a loner. She wanted to 


entertain. He went back on coke and 
Quaaludes, 
He began to tell friends he had made 


two mistakes, First Jonas, and now 
Kathy. Although his lawyers advised him 
to fight the suit Jonas had filed against 
him, it was a losing battle. Brenner had 
testified for So had Friedman, 
But meanw] percent of everything 
Prinze ig was being placed in 
escrow, pending the outcome of the trial. 

Prinze started downing out. On at least 
two occasions, he passed out with lit 
cigarettes smoldering on the living-room 
couch of the two-bedroom Nichols Can- 
yon house he had bought a month earlier. 

What held the marria 
the expected child. Fı 
5 born just after 
rch eighth, 
childbirth, but Prinze n the room 
Kathy's gynecologist delivered. the 
child. Seeing his son made him want to 
change. He was high on life again, driv- 
ing more carefully now and returning to 
karate classe 

А week and Prinze were 
touring in the Corvette, talking about 


seven. 
It wasnt a natural 


PM. 


wher 


James Bond. It was a favorite subject of 
theirs and Freddie had devoured every- 
thing Ian Fleming ever wrote. They were 
talking about Freddie's new house and 
child and the need for protection. “I want 
а gun just like the опе James Bond had. 
Freddie said. Bursky told him it was a 
Walther PPK, a weapon no longer import- 
ed, Instead, Bursky suggested а PPKS. 
The Big Five Sporting Goods Store on 
Wilshire Boulevard stocks everything 
from yolleyballs to bows and arrows, but 
it was out of the PPKS on the Tuesday 
Freddie walked in. 

It had something similar—a semiauto- 
matic Astra .380 Constable. The salesman 
showed Prinze an Astra, serial number 
1096942. He pointed to its casily remova- 
ble dip and the gun's safety. It was also 
on 99. Prinze bought it. 

a id, "I want one for my 


wil 

He selected a cheaper weapon 
Kathy, a Charter Arms .38 for $110.29. 
7 ter, alter his gun registra- 
validated, he returned to the 
store, picked up the guns and bought 
two nine-dollar boxes of ccpper-jacketed. 
hollow-point bullets. He drove home and 
presented Kathy with her weapon. 

Less than a month after the baby was 
born, Prinze’s accountants made a dis- 
turbing discovery: There was no money. 
Aside from the funds in escrow for Jonas, 
the rest had. found its way to an assort- 


for 


ment of lawyers, agents, business man- 
agers, publicrelations men and, last but 
certainly not least, his dope connections. 

On May 11, Gathrid received a phone 
call from Fred Moch, Freddie's agent at 
William Morris. While Freddie wasn't 
scheduled to play Caesars until Septem- 
ber (for 14 days with Andy Williams), 
Moch wanted to know if Gathrid could 
advance Freddie his two-week salary іт. 
It was an unusual request, but 
called downstairs and had the 
$80,000 check made out that afternoon. 

Freddie was depressed again. He was 
seeing Kroger off and on, but the 
psychiatry wasn't working. He started 
playing with the guns again, firing his 
Astra into the trees and redwood planters 
behind the house. 


. 

The last time I saw Freddie, he was 
sitting in Theodore's, a Hollywood res- 
taurant, It was four in the afternoon and 
he was just waking up. He ordered his 
usual "comedy breakfast”: crisp bacon, 
nch fries, a large Coke and a double 
order of buttered white toast. 

He talked about the show and his ten- 
sions. "Everybody owns a piece of me,” 
he said. “Most of the money goes to the 
lawyers. And in the meantime, they want 
you to keep working for them 

“I've been so crazy,” he explained, 
"that I didn't think any woman could 
live with me without shooting herself 
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through the head in three weeks. It's 
been a struggle with Kathy." 

He said he was tired of the has-beens 
and the almosts. "They give. Hollywood 
а bad name. It’s not such a bad town, 
really. But people come out here to make 
If they haven't made it in three years, 
they go ‘Bang!’ and shoot themselves 
through the head. 

“What about you, Freddie?" I asked. 

“Well, I've been out here that long. 
I've made it, I guess, but I haven't made 
a decision yet.” He laughed. It was a joke. 

That brought up the subject of per- 
manence. "If Hollywood docs have a 
problem," he said, eating his second or- 
der of toast, “it’s that the town burns you 
out alter a while if you let it. You get 
placed in a certain box, you get a certain 
image, and then you can never get out. 
It's like being condemned to being one 
of My Three Sons for the rest of your 
life, and I don't want to get trapped. 
Ten years from now, if I'm still around, 
I just don’t want to be known as the guy 
who used to be Chico. 

"I drive home in my car,” he said 
rather distantly, "and I think about the 
applause. If I'm happy with the way a 
show worked, I usually drive right home, 
IF I'm not, I can drive on forever, 

He was on a long drive on the night of 


Quaaludes. He had been weaving, the 
cop said. “Weaving?” he protested in 
nocently. “I wasn’t even sewing.” 
reddie was arrested. A test revealed 
methaqualone in his blood stream. He 
also worried because the cops had con- 
fiscated—and were analyzing—some nose 
drops Kroger had given I Kroger 
had known Freddie was conning him, so 
he had conned ight back with a 
little psychosomatic medicine: He told 
Prinze the nosedrop prescription con- 
tained a seven percent solution of co- 
aine. Freddie believed him. 
(Kroger's con worked until the arrest. 
When the lab results came through a 
weck er, Fredd cocaine solution 
turned out to be nothing more than a 
nonprescription local numbing agent.) 
Freddie was allowed one phone call. It 
was after midnight. He dialed Carol's 
number, but Kathy answered. She was 
siting Carol and had picked up the 
phone. It was an awkward conversation 
An hour later. Freddie was released 
from the Van Nuys jail. Kathy and Carol 
were waiting for him. But Kathy refused 
to talk with her husband. “Freddie,” she 
said, controlling her anger, “I'll drive 
your car home, I think you better let Car- 
ol drive you, because she won't scream 
atyou...Iwil 


enjoy, smoke this, snort this, drink 
this, And you say, “Why not?” But if 
it all fails tomorrow, that’s where 
suicide comcs in. 

— FREDDIE PRINZE, 1975 


Three days later, Freddie left the 
house. Carol made arrangements for him 
to get a second-floor one-bedroom apart- 
ment at the Beverly Comstock, a Wilshire 
Boulevard apartment hotel just west of 
Beverly Hills. He packed his things and 
moved into the $700-a-month apartment 
on November cighth. 

He began to depend more and more 
upon Carol. Along with the Quaaludes, 
she became his 24-hour crutch. Now there 
would be more lawyers more expenses 
and more dope. On two Quaaludes, 
Prinze could function properly. On 
three, he would slow down. By the fifth, 
paranoia set in. He couldn't sleep. He'd 
take a few more, and then some more. 

The Jonas case was resolved: It had 
gone to a costly arbitration hearing and 
Jonas was awarded 15 percent of Prinze's 
earnings for three years. 

Freddie started talking about suicide. 
First, he called Brenner and made a gen- 
eral remark about not mı to 30. 
"Thats very normal, Freddie," Brenner 

“cause you're trying to shock me. 


С 


November fifth when the California о Thats very normal for someone who's 
Highway Patrol pulled him over on the Hollywood breeds self-contempt. twenty. Someone who's thirty is going 
San Diego Freeway. He had had a few It tells you you're a star now, here, to end it before forty. Someone who's 
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“Good Lord! Have you seen this? It begins, ‘I, 


Howard Hughes, name as my executor. 


forty is going to end it before fifty. 
Some eightyyearold guy says I'm пог 
making ninety, and a ninety-year-old guy 
says I'm gonna end it before four hun- 
dred. It's pretty normal,” he laughed, "so 
you're not shocking me.” But Fred 
kept talking about it. “Look,” Brenner 
shouted, “you're being a pulz. First of 
all, you're doing it to go out in glory. 
aybe fifty-fifty, it will be a 
maybe. Maybe youll just go 
out, bang, it’s over. Now,” he continue 
"the big thing that's not logi 
you won't be around to enjoy it, even if 
it happens big!" 

He tied out his gun routine with 
Bursky. He had seen Taxi Driver, and he 
pulled the Astra out and stuck it in 
Burskys ear. “You talkin’ to me? You 
talkin’ to me, sucker? Well, suck on this.” 

Bursky looked at the gun, The clip. 
in place and the safety was off. “Look, 
he joked, “if you're gonna shoot me, m: 
it in the leg so I can make some money 
out of this.” Prinze pocketed the gun. 

One night, he called Bursky at four in 
the morning. "Nobody loves me; I'm all 
alone. I can't take it anymore. I'm gonna 


“OK,” Bursky advised. “Then go into 
the bathroom and do it neatly.” 
He called Carol with the same threat. 


2» 


“I'm so lonely, Carol. I need you; please 
come over. I'm going to shoot myself.” 
She almost took him seriously, until he 
added, “And be sure to bring me some- 
thing to eat.” 

On December third, Komack got a call 
at 9:20 one night from John Travolta, 
who plays Vi Barbarino in Welcome 
Back, Kotter. “1 just left Freddie," he 
said, “and I'm worried. He's got a lot of 
pills and he's gonna ОР." 

"But, John," Komack said, “I didn't 
know you and Freddie were friendly." 

“We're not, id Travolt: ie just 
called me up ked me to come over. 

Koma d his secretary, Mei Ling 
Moore, arrived at the Prinze apartment 
at 9:40. They knocked on the door, but 
Freddie didn't ver. Moore went down 
to the front desk and got a key. As soon 
as they opened the door, а rush of hot air 
blew out. Prinze had all the heaters 
on. He was passed out on the sofa. Ko- 
mack lifted Freddie up and began slap- 
ping him. They walked around the room 
for a good 20 minutes. "Jimmy, don't 
take my 'Ludes" Freddie mumbled. 
There was one boule of Quaaludes on 
the coffee table and Komack sent Moore 
into the bedroom to look for more pills. 
(One of the Quaalude bottles, she soon 
discovered, was in Carol's name, pre- 


scribed by one of Prinze's doctors.) She 
searched the dresser drawers. As she 
opened the nightstand drawer, the Astra 
fell out. She quickly put it in her pocket. 

She motioned to Komack and they 
both headed toward the door. Freddie 
reached over and grabbed Moore's arm 
as she tried to walk out. “Get your fuck- 
ing ids off her," Komack shouted, “or 
ГП knock your fucking head off!" Prinze 
released his grip. 

Komack's phone started ringing shortly 
after Komack and Moore returned home. 
Komack told the answering service not to 
ring through, to tell Freddie that he was 
at the hospital. (Komack's wife, Cluny, 
had had a hysterectomy that day. 

Komack figured that would be the end 
of it. But, somehow, Freddie sweet-talked 
his way through the hospital switch- 
board and got to Cluny, still sedated 
from her operation. “Where's 
he demanded. “I know he's there. 

She tried to convince him that he 
wasn't. 

At 12:30, Freddie rang Komack's 
doorbell Carol was with him. Komack 
wouldn't let them in. “C'mon, Jimmy, 
you don't love me, you don't understand 
me," Freddie cried. "Let me have my gun 
and my 'Ludes back. 

"But 1 do love уо Komack re- 
sponded. “That's why I'm not 
them back.” 

“You motherfucker!” Freddie yelled. 
“Give them back. 1 know you have them.” 

Finally, a compromise was reached. 
Komack said—without meaning it—that 
he would give the gun and ihe pills to 
Freddie only after Carol drove him 
home. At five that morning, Carol re- 
turned to the house. Komack gave her 
the pills and the Astra, 

The next day, she returned them to 
Freddie. When she told Komack, he got 
angry: "He's bullied you, Carol, he's 
bullied everyone. Nobody can say no 
to him." 

DeBlasio knew about the gun and the 
drugs. By that time, however, Freddie 
wasn't listening to anybody. But Ron had 
a partial solution: Find Freddie a girl. 

Tricia Pelham is a beautiful 27-year- 
old actress friend of DeBlasio's. Before 
Ron was married, they had dated. De- 
Blasio and his wife invited Tricia for 
dinner one night when Freddie was at 
their house. 

Prinze could never resist a good-look- 
ing woman. As soon as she walked in, 
Prinze said, “Hi, do you want to have 
dinner with me on Saturday night" 

Pelham is the kind of girl who likes 
slow approaches and good meals His 
forwardness stunned her, but she had 
come prepared. “Sure,” she said, “but you 
have to take me to Chasen's." 

“Absolutely,” Prinz swered. 

They never made it out of his apart- 
ment that Saturday night. He was totally 
loaded on Quaaludes, and Pelham, who 
is the daughter of the Duke of Newcastle, 
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was reduced to playing nursemaid. 

A few days later, Kathy filed for di- 

vorce. Freddic was with Tricia when it 
happened. More "Ludes. 
id Braun, Freddie's attorney, had 
asked Kathy's lawyers to go easy with 
Freddie. He told them that his client was 
in a very sensitive condition. It’s а fairly 
typical legal ploy in divorce cases, but 
this time it was the truth. Kathy's lawyers 
thought otherwise and demanded a $5000- 
a-month settlement. 

As a way of keeping his mind busy, 
Freddie sat down to write—in long- 
hand—his autobiography. “What the hell 
are you doing that for?” Bursky asked 
him one afternoon. In answer, Freddi 
began to read aloud. "Wait a minute," 
Bursky interrupted. "How's it going to 
end?” 

Freddie looked up from the table where 
he was sitting, “With a big bang,” he 
said, grinning. 

A few days later, Freddie left for his 
last date in Las Vegas. He took Tricia 
with him. 

After his first night at Caesars, sha 
the bill with Shirley MacLaine, Freddie’s 
depression worsened. He took six Quaa 
ludes and passed out. He started acting 
like a juni The 'Ludes numbed his 
skin. It would tingle. He would sit in the 
hotel room and scratch himself crazy. It 
was difficult to watch. It ended only when 
he crashed, 


But in the morning he was up, full of 
energy and talking about his career, his 
future, how much he enjoyed working 
with MacLaine. He took a phone call 
news, The network had 
approached Prinze to be a part of its 
Battle of the Network Stars. When 
they had asked him w he'd like to do, 
he said he wanted to box. It was an un- 
usual preference but a genuine one. The 
problem, said the network executive on 
the other end of the line, was they just 
couldn't find anyone on any of the three 
networks who wanted to fight him. 

Freddie hung up. "I just want to find 
somebody to beat up," he told Tricia. “I 
just want to get violen 

Tricia and Freddie spent long hours 
talking. When he was coherent, he talked 
about his friends in the business. One of 
his biggest disappointments was, he 
would tell her, Tony ndo. “1 can't 
understand him,” Freddie would say. 
“When his show was on the air, we'd get 
together all the time. Now I never hear 
from him. Some friend.” 

Indeed, Orlando and Prinze hadn't 
talked for three months. It wasn’t a feud. 
they just hadn't talked. The relationsh 
had simply evaporated, along with Fred- 
die's marriage, and that hurt him. 

. 


God, il’s all happened so quick. I 
look at it this way: If I die tomor- 


тош, I got no regrets. For ту age, 
I've fulfilled everything I want to do. 
Now, if another two years go by, 
God, please don't take me. But as of 
now, if God takes me tomorrow, I 
don't give a damn. 

—FREDDIE PRINZE, 1975 


Vegas was a success, but not for Fred- 
die. He still liked co e, but the Qua 
ludes were now receiving most of 
attention. They distorted his perceptions 
terribly, depressed him and activated his 
death wish. They made him think about 
his will, something he'd never taken seri- 
ously before, He decided to change it. 
He specifically excluded Kathy; his father 
was written out as well. Three quarters 
of his estate was to go to his mother, and 
his son, Freddie, Jr., would get the rest. 

His spirits revived for what was to be 
his last public appearance: the Inaugural 
gala in Washington, D.C. He was funny, 
could do no wrong, make no mistakes. It 
was, perhaps, a brief rebirth. 

Bur, in the end. it was only a remission. 
‘The "Ludes were working their way into 
his every thought and warning lights 
were flashing. 

He flew back to Los Angeles on Janu- 
ary 21 and called Sid Gathrid. He wanted 
to go to Vegas for a weckend. Gathrid 
arranged to “comp” him a $240 suite. 

‘There was nothing for Freddie to do 


s 


Siona USA, 1977 
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in Vegas, except get more Quailudes. 
The house doctor at a major Las Vegas 
casino had prescribed them for Freddie's 
sleeping problems before. 

Prinze stayed in Las Vegas only a day 

and a half and called Carol to pick him 
up at the L.A. airport. 
She was there promptly at ten р.м. 
ith the limousine. She went to the gate 
to mect Western ht 247. It was on 
tim rently wasn't on 
it, Finally, the gent locked the 
ramp. All the passengers had deplaned. 
She had him paged. No luck. 

She returned to the limo and waited 
a few more minutes. Suddenly, Prinze 
came staggering toward Carol and the 
chauffeur. He was about to pass out. On 
the way home, he told her the story. He 
had bought a new supply of Quia 
in Vegas and had taken so many pi 
that by the time they began to work on 
the plane, he had no idea where he was. 
In fact, he had been in the bathroom 
when the planc landed and was roused 
from his stupor only when a cleaning 
crew boarded the aircraft. 

When they arrived at his apartment, 
Freddie begged Carol to stay. She was 
tired, but he insisted. He then taught her 
how to play backgammon and she won 
$95. She also stayed the night. 

Monday was the same. She s 
him, stroking his hair, massaging his back, 
doing everything to help him go to sleep. 


She wanted to go home. She had often 
been away from her daughter for days 
and wanted to spend at least a little time 
with her. 

But again, Freddie insisted. Carol 
called home and spoke with her daughter. 

“Honey, you really, really don’t mind?” 
Carol asked her. 

No, Mom. He's lonely, I'm not. And 
in the long run, it all evens out, anyway. 
He's done so much for us.’ 

On Wednesday, things began to 
tegrate. Freddie learned that Kathy's 
lawyers had asked for a restraining order 
restricting his visits to Freddie, Jr. During 
a break in rehearsal, he went over to some 
of the prop boxes. Slowly, then with 
building frequency and force, he began to 
kick them, smash them, destroy them. He 
was making so much noise that Albertson 
screamed itt him to stop. 

Freddie left early and went down the 
hall to the studio where the Tonight 
Show is taped. Brenner was guest-hosi 
and Prinze always dropped in. He en- 
tered the dressing room empty-handed. 
He made a phone call and then he and 
Brenner talked. He told Brenner that he 
was leaving the Beverly Comstock apart- 
ment and moving to a better pad. The 
ion shifted to Freddie's upcom- 
ing divorce. Freddie didn't want to talk 
about it, “It's going great, man,” he told 
Brenner. 


"No," Brenner said, shaking his head, 
“how are you doing? Not your show but 


с,” he said. "Well, I gotta go, gotta 
split” Prinze rose and thanked Brenner 
for letting him use the phone. 

Ir struck Brenner as strange that 
Freddie would thank him for that. 
“It isn't even my phone," he laughed. 


was at the door, “Hey, Fred- 
dic," Brenner called, “you know you can 
have anything you want from me any 
nt it" 

“1 know, man," Freddie said, smiling, 
and went back into the room. Freddic 
and Brenner always greeted cach other 
with hugs, but this bug scemed different. 
As they briefly held each other, Freddie 
kissed him on the cheek. “I Jove you, 
David,” he said and walked out. 

Carol drove him home. Once i 
the door, he took out the gu 
the gun barrel in his mouth, on 
under his car. should do it," hc said. 
"Show them all.” 

“No, you won't, Freddie; now, stop it.” 

Prinze went into the bedroom to get 
ready for an appointment he had with 
Komack. 

Suddenly, Carol heard a shot and the 
sound of a body slumping to the floor. 
"Freddie!" she shricked as she ran to- 
ward the bedroom. 

The first thing she saw was a jagged 


Down to only 


Today’s True: the one ultra-low tar 
cigarette with a taste worth smoking. 


PLAYBOY 


214 


“I'm going to kill you, Jenny Sue! Ha, ha, ha! Yes, I, Roger Z. Gramble, 
am going to kill you! ‘No, no—don't" ‘Get ready, Jenny! 
Ha, ha, ha" ‘No, Roger—don't kill me! ‘Ha, ha, ha!’ ‘No, Roger!” ...” 


hole in the bedroom wall and splinters 
on the floor from the bullet’s impact. 
Then she saw Freddie. He was laughing. 
“Ha, ha. 1 fooled you. You thought I shot 
тум. 

Carol broke down 
reddie. I just can't ta 
ized. 

as no longer sending suicide 
was shooting flares. That 
night, he was going out with Suzanna 
Martin, another woman he had met while 
dinner at DeBlasio's. She was late, so 
he told her to meet him at Komack's 
house. Komack and his wife were out to 
dinner. The only person there was Buddy. 
arion, a Komack house guest. Freddie 


1 can't take this, 


Freddie w 
signals. He 


pushed his way past Garion and ran up 
the stairs to Komack’s bedroom 
"Where is it?” he yelled. “Where?” 
“What 


“The cocaine. I'm out and there may 
be some around here.” Garion tried to 
p him. But Freddie was looped and 
dished the Astra threateningly 
ion grabbed the gun away from him. 
Then Suzanna arrived. Garion gave 
eddie back his gun and the couple left. 
She drove him toward Kroger’s house. 
As they drove, Freddie once again drew 
his gun and frightened by put- 
ting the barrel in his mouth and, with 
the safety catch on, repeatedly pulling on 
the trigger 

When Freddie arrived at the house, 
Kroger took away his gun 
Suzanna stayed with him 


really slept 
Carol 


rived at 


there. He wore a strange smile and the 
"me outfit he had worn the night before: 


gold pants, old denim shirt and 
scutfed-up white shoes 

“They took my ‘Ludes and my gun 

17 ће said mischievously. "Well, I've 

He was smiling and 

ching. My God, Carol thought, he's 
en some more! 

During the lunch break. he called 
Kroger. “Doc. 1 want my ‘Ludes and my 
gun back. FI be over about six to pick 
them up.” 

Kroger told him he wouldn't be home 
then. “Well, then, put them in an enye 
lope and leave them with maid. 
Don't worry, I won't mess with them.” 

He hung up, then grinned ar the tele- 


you 


phone. “Fool!” he said. 
When he returned to rehear 
passed ош. He was spa 
couldn't remember his lines. When he 
finished, he drove over to Komack's 
house fora mecting he had requested. 
"OK. Komack said as Freddie sank 


down with a glass of w 
chair in the den 


е into a stuffed 


“who talks?” 


"Got a complaint 
Freddie had two. 


He wanted Kom 


to pay what was owed on the Corvette. 
OK." Komack agreed. “Done.” 
Second, while his salary had recently 
heen raised to $9500 per episode. he 
wanted the same money Albertson was 
getting. 
What? 


Komack asked. 
Parit 
What do you mean by th 


demanded 
You know,” Prinze Equi 
But. Freddie. shrugged, 


“you're not equal." 

Prinze tried to argue, but Komack held 
his ground. The meeting ended. 

Freddie had taken five "Ludes before the 
meet nd the wine didn't help. He 
slid into his Corvette and weaved dan- 
gerously back to his apartment. 

Carol was there when he returned. 
"ve had five "Ludes and some wine,” he 
boasted sluggishly. "and 1 drow 
He put an gun and changed 
to his favor arate panis and 
Tshirt, He called one of his attorneys. 

a do îı.” he warned and asked 


orium that had four 
months left to expire. Freddie hung up. 

He called Kroger, but the doctor was 
out; his exchange said he'd be calling 

To pass the time, Freddie and Carol 
played backgammon, He could hardly 
move the pieces. He passed out in the 
middle of the game. 


At nine o'clock, Kroger called. "Doc— 
1 песа help.” Freddie said. “I'm going to 
do it, 1 can't take it anymore." Kroger 


promised hed be over. Freddie gor up 
and got the gun, then counted. and re- 
counted his Quaaludes. He wanted to 
be sure how many he had taken. Seven. 
led Bursky. who tried to make 
Jk by asking him how he liked 
the Inaugural. “It was great, man. 1 got 
' Bursky thought he 
eddie cut him off. 
nd sweet." 


siid "new 
“Lers keep it short a 

“Wh Bursky asked. 
Freddie mumbled. 
short but sweet 

At midnight, Prinze grew nervous. He 
jumped up from the sofa and began to 
pace. He put two albums on the stereo— 
Car Wash and a new Stevie Wonder 
record. 

He danced а little, and then Carol 
vinced him to sit down and sleep. She 
removed his shoes, got a blanket and 
pillow and gently stroked his forehead. 
"Tell me, Carol, tell me,” he w 


“It's been 


“What, Freddie?” she asked. 
what 

“Tell me. Carol. just tell me, but doi 
tell me to go to sleep. 

At 1:30 aar, Kroger came up the 
steps. Freddie heard his footsteps and let 
him in. He studied him for a moment. 


The doctor is а small, thin man in his 
70s, with high cheekbones, smooth ski 


d a good rap. 
orange juice. 
"Doc. in а nutshell, w 
schizophren 
“You're none of those things S 


Carol got him some 


soothed. “Youre a very 1 
with masoc Pam cae 
"Pseudomasochistic tendencie 
die countered. Kroger ignored h 
Freddie asked again 
АП right," Kroger conceded. “You're 
pseudomasochistic. Yes, you can kill 


without any conscience, w 
ilt when you're under the 
those Quaaludes. But when 


you 
normal, without any of this stufi i 


are 
you, 
lovable, 


you are the sweetest, the most 
the kindest person there is.” 
Kroger immediately saw tl 
on the cheap wooden coffee table. P. 
slowly picked it up as the doctor be 


e gun lying 
ze 


a casual conversation about his lack 
of knowledge about rms. Freddie 
seemed to respond to the doctor's ploy 


and in his stupor wied 10 explain how 
the gun w Then he replaced the 
gun 


ed. 


pocketing the clip. He reached Gub ce 
ck,” he said. Kroger hesitated 
up on the couch. “Doc,” he 
said curly, “Im serious. 1 want the dip 
back. And if you don't give it ıo me. I'll 
take it from you 

Kroger reached into his pocket and 
fingered the clip. “But, Freddie,” he tried 
10 gently tease, “you wouldn't hit a man 
with glasses, would you? 


“Yes,” Freddie quickly responded, “I 
would." The doctor's checks flushed. He 
glanced at Carol and she gave him 


look that seemed to corroborate Freddie's 
threat. He shrugged slightly, pulled the 
without 


dip ош of his pocket and. 


further hes gave it back 

Caroi was tired. Since Kroger was 
there, she could go home. Because the 
weather was bad, Carol promised ıo call 
when she got back to her apartment. 

When she did, she heard а fami 
: "Carol, Fm so lonely." 
Isn't Kroger still with yor 

"No, he left.” 

Carol begged him 10 get some sleep: 
"Freddie, you're wearing me out 

He was on the phone to her a qu 
of an hour later. "Carol, 


* she asked. 


it. 1 can't take it no more, I'm just 
gonna do it” 
Freddie called Dusty and 


made the same threat, Dusty agreed to 
go over. Freddie sat down on the love 
seat and examined the gun for the fifth 
time that night. His mind was figh 
sleep. a battle he was slowly los 
his body. The stereo was almost at full 
volume. Moving slowly. he loaded the 
bullet clip. slid а shell into the chamber 
and pushed down on the safety catch 
a reddacquer dot. which told 
him the gun was ready. Satisfied, he slid 215 
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the gun under one of the couch cushions 

He sat down on the couch in the da 
ened apartment and drew up the coffee 
table. He pulled out a sheet of hotel 
stationery and began to write: “January 
28, 1977. 1 must end it. Theres no hope 
left. ТЇЇ be at peace. No one had any- 
thing to do this. My ion tottaly. 

There was a knock at the door. It was 
Dusty. “Things will get beuer, Fred 
he said as soon as he walked in, “АП this 
is just temporary. And what's the worst 
that could happen? They'll take your 
money now—but it's only money.” 

Freddie only nodded. He grabbed for 
the phone. He called David Braun. Then 
his mother. 

He glanced down at his s 
and added a couple of lines: 
here. He's innocent. He care 

At 3:30, he called Kathy. “I love you 
and I love the baby very much,” he told 
her, "but I just have to find peace. The 
attorneys are taking all of it. 

He hung up and stared at the wall. It 
was quiet now. The records had been 
played. In the cerie light of the room, he 
already looked like a ghost. 

Prinze reached into the sofa, withdrew 
the gun and, holding it in his right hand, 
put inst his temple. He squeczed 
the trigger. 

There was a loud pop. The quarter- 
inch bullet went upward through his 
brain, mushroomed and exited his skull 
near the top of his head. Snyder first 
thought it might be another of Freddie's 
poor-taste pranks. Then he saw the blood 
trickling down the side of his head. 

The bullet landed five feet away on a 
window sill. Freddie's hand, still tightly 
gripping the gun, came to rest in his lap. 
His heart was still beat 

The phone rang at Honey Bruce's 


ide note 
Dusty's 


rented house in San Anselmo, California, 
shortly after 
Katy 


) that morning. It was 
calling from New York. She was 
uncontrollably. "Mom, Mom, 
she sobbed. “Freddie did it, he shot him- 
self.” Honey tried to calm her, but it was 
no use. "Now I know how it feels,” she 
insisted. "Now I know, You lost your 
funny man, and now I just did.” 


1. 


remove 
Komack г 


urned Irom the hospital a 
half hour after the death announcement 
was made. He walked into Maxine’s 
room to tell her the bad news, but she 
had already heard it. As he walked out, 


he saw it—now displayed on her dressing 
the autographed color photo 


table: It w. 
of Freddie. "T. 
When you grow up, may you never grow 
up to be like your Uncle Freddie. 
e 

Twenty-four hours alter Prinze was 
pronounced dead, Kathy had agreed to 
nearly all the funeral arrangements. Ev- 
eryone had gathered at DeBlasio’s house 


to work out the final details. Komack and 
DeBlasio had made up a list of honorary 
а s. DeBlasio wanted Pryor, but 
pout not having any 

of "his kind" at the funeral. Many of 
those at the house had just met Kathy 
and some of them were beginning to 
understand, they later said, why Freddie 
had s shielded his wife 

DeBlisio tried ro persuade her that 
eddie loved Pryor. She wouldn't listen. 
Finally, she agreed to a comprom 
She'd allow Sammy Davis Jr. (who hardly 
knew Freddie) to attend, Neither enter- 
tainer went to the services 

‘The funeral was everything a star could 
hope for. Dozens of celebrities, hundreds 
of fans, the press and, finally, pastor 
Stanley Unruh. Kathy wanted him to 
perform the services; Unruh agreed im- 
mediately to fly in from Las Vegas. It 
would be his second star ceremony. 

Ironically, the services were held at 
Forest Lawn Memorial Park, which just 
happens to overlook NBC. Many of the 
honorary pallbearers on the well-publi- 
cized list were absent. "Where's Carson 
someone asked of the Tonight Show king. 

"Oh," replied one of the celebrities, 
“he doesn't do funerals.” 
r does Friedman. 


He went to 


Schwab's, instead, for lunch and com- 
miseration th Chuck McCann and 
Huntz Hall. “It’s a shame, it's a shame," 


Hall muttered as they ate 
days, I remember they 
Errol Flynn and put him away so he 
wouldn't hurt himself, But here they did 
nothing,” he sighed. “They did nothing." 

Komack, Albertson and DeBlasio de. 
livered eulogies. So did Tony Orlando, 
who had miraculously reappeared on the 
scene to be quoted as Prinze’s "best 
friend.” Albertson was too emotional to 
complete his remark 

Alter the services, the pa 
small group of family and close friends 
to a crypt for the burial. Maria talked 
only briefly with Kathy. As María was 
leaving the crypt, she turned back and 
began to cry. 


Albertson felt we As he left the 
burial site, he glanced over to sce Or- 
lando, whose arms were raised in evan- 


gelical fashion, orating to the fans and 
the press. Albertson shook his head, mut- 
tered something and started toward his 
car, It was over. But not quite, not in 
iie world of show business, He had taken 
only a few steps when a small woman 
» to him. 


we 
and pressed 
imo his palm. 

“My cousin looks just like Freddie 
Prinze,” she sputtered. Albertson tied to 
move away. She kept pace with him long 

tin his attention and then 
ıg persuasively, 1 me, 


ring butterfly sunglasses r 
crumpled business card 


enough to re 
winki 


In a car, we let 
our imagination go. 


First patent on dial-in-door 
provided technological 
breakthrough for more 
compact units. 


First 8-track with radio 
started trend toward 
combination units. 


First Mike System™ CB that 
works through car radios for 
better performance and standby. 


First Graphic Equalizer 
Booster for car radios gives 
hore quality in the car. 


First mass produced auto 
tape player started the car 
stereo business. 


program 


auto reverse 


First automatic reverse for 
cassette tape players allows 
continuous play. 


After thirty years of making car entertainment systems, 
we've come to understand something. Cars. 

Cars are different than houses. The technology involved 
in designing sound equipment for automobiles is different 
from that used in home units. 

Understanding that difference has helped to set us 
apart from all other manufacturers. And, it has helped us 
come up with most of the best ideas in car entertainment 
over the years 
Today. we're still coming up with the best ideas, like the 
Mike System™ CB and the Graphic Equalizer Booster. 

The Mike System™ CB is the first and only remote con- 


trolled CB that works through your present car radio speakers. 


This means better quality sound. It also has a standby fea- 
ture that lets you listen to your radio while waiting for a С! 
break. All the controls are integral to the superbly zd 
designed hand mike which is detachable. The 
remote transceiver mounts out of sight any- 
where in the car. And the bot- 

tom line is a high perform- 

ance, unique CB system that 


is virtually theft proof. 


The Graphic Equalizer Booster is another first and only 
from us. Its purpese in your life is to put home quality stereo 
sound in your car. Combined with Clarion speakers and 
in-dash combination radio and tape players, the 
performance is remarkably live. The booster boosts the 
power to 30 watts RMS. The graphic equalizer features five 
separate tone controls through all ranges for whatever 
pleases your ears. 

The Mike System™ CB and the Graphic Equalizer 
Booster offer further proof of what a lot of people have 
known all along. And others are coming to realize. You can't 
get the same performance or the same unique features from 
anyone other than Clarion. Because nobody knows more 

about car entertainment than Clarion. 


| G CLARION 


The Car Entertainment Company 


5500 Rosecrans Ave., Lawndale. Сай. 90260 
(213) 973-1100 - TELEX: CLARION LSA 66-4447 
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(continued from ра 


ge 108) 


“Tf someone tells me I must not do a thing, that’s exactly 
the thing I'll have to rush out and ао?” 


is KOed by a hulking villain known as 
Jaws, who is outfitted with stainless-steel 
teeth. In Egypt, she is the target for a 
huge boulder dropped from one of the 
ncient temples at Karnak. In an under 
water Jair in which Curt Jurgens plots 
nefarious schemes, she is sluiced through 
a tunnel by an onrushing wall of water— 
a stunt sequence so wet and wild that 
Barbara wasn't entirely sure she would 
survive it. "Electricity and water is a little 
risky, you know, with all those cables. 
Even Roger got nervous. But I said, 
"Well, ГИ do it if you'll do it. So we did. 
In one take, we were all carried away— 
including the camera and cameraman.” 

How does a nice girl trom Manhasset, 
Long Island, wind up on a sound stage at 
London's Pinewood Studios, soaked to 
the skin and playing a plum role as a 
gorgeous Russian spy named Anya—a 
female counterpart of 007, a part touted. 
the most important ever crested for 
one of Bond’s attractive adversaries? 
Well, Barbara has a lot going for her. 
The daughter of a costume jeweler, she's 
beautiful, gifted and sure of herself on 


a 
playgrounds of Roman high society. She 
became a Ford model while still in her 
teens and succeeded beyond the wildest 
ns of the folks back home. “I was a 


y turf from Beverly Hills to the plush 


dr 
skinny little kid, and such 
child. Having one brother a year older 


a tomboy as a 


and one a year younger, I'd always been 
just one of the boys. When I got to be 
about 15 or 16, it came as a surprise to 
me that 1 was actually a girl.” 

She can still pronounce Long Isl 
Lawn Guyland, though her cultural roots 
е abruptly loosened when she beg 
jetting to and from those exotic places 
where top models look ultrachic against 
backdrops of postcard scenery. On one 
such airborne junket across the Atlantic, 
at the age of 19, she met a magnetic Ial- 
jan industrialist. Three months later, she 
married him and moved to Коте. Lool 
ing back, Barbara remarks cryptically: 
“Nowadays І don't talk ro anyone 
planes. I mind my own business. Legally, 
I'm still married. of because it 
lakes five years to get a divorce in Ital 
And I love my husband dearly. We're very 
good friends, which is fortunate, consider- 
ing we have two children." 

Francesca, ht and Gian Andrea, 
four and a half, travel with her whenever 
possible or stay at home with a nurse and 
Ba s 20year-old kid 
her third year of college abr 
for the moment, is fanta 
old Rome, the Trastevere section 
ing that was first a church. then a 
Its beautiful, 
climbing up and down— 

Would she marry 
free? “For me, marr 


nd а 


ме 


оп 


course, 


er, who's in 
ad, Home. 
tic house in 
a build- 
theater. 
floors—lots of 
la garden.” 


ba 


with four 


in the long run. I love independence 
we may be necessary. but 1 guess 1 
feel negative toward it as an institution. 
3 а kind of authority in it that 
a person the right to say: “Do this’ 
or "Don't do that And if someone tells 
me I must not do a thing, that's exactly 
the thing ГШ have to rush out and do. 
Im not living with really 
romantically involved with anyone now. 
though I can imagine living with a man— 
even having a child with a man—I wasn’ 
married to. It would be nice to 
someone, to be with someone equally 
independent. to live in the same place 
and enjoy each other without giving up 
so much of oneself. Is that possible? 

There is something about 
thas strongly reminiscent of another 
BB. Brigitte Bardot. “I've been told so 
more than once,” Barbara acknowledges, 
looking heavenward for relief, “I'm also 
supposed to resemble Britt Ekland, Senta 
Berger. I don’t know who else. I prefer 
just looking like Barbara Bach.” 

Ask about actresses she mig 
emulate and Barbara reels 
led by Liv Ullmann, I 

Faye Dunaway. "Did vou see Fi 
way in Network? 1 don't know her 
t all, but that was an amazing perform- 
nc. Playing a powerful woman in a 
a's world, sustaining such energy and 
stride for two full hours. I'm not. coi 
cerned about stardom per se. What I 
tds to be a working actress and to 
work with the best.” 

With several Italian-made films behind 
she vaulted into the intern 
tional spotlight opposite 007, Barbara had 
appeared onscreen with Ursula Andress, 
Eli Wallach, Giancarlo Giannini and 
Chuck Connors and was local celebrity 
even before that—as the comely bilingual 
hostess of an Italian TV series, Cordial- 
mente, She has turned down several good 
roles because she objected to gratu 
es "stuck into the film to 
commercial prospects. 
didn't hesitate to distobe 
lish director Tony Richardsor 
or two ago, as part of her screen test for a 
projected film called Body Guard. 
Although the movie was never made, the 
test—undoubtedly a collectors item 
today—jogged the memory of producer 
Albert R. “Cubby” Broccoli when The 
Spy Who Loved Me needed a spectacular 
spychick. 
gain i 
a plans to reseule in either L.A. or 


anyone or 


c 


it hope to 
off a 


list 
n 


w 


her whe 


for 
year 


eml 


w home 


every sense, Bar 


1 
New York after the picture opens. “I 
could live anywhere,” says she. “But all 


those years in Italy merely reminded me 
that 1 was American and I suppose you 
never change. I'm kind of excited about 
coming back." So are we, Barb: 


SEARS RoADHANDLER: 


It had to outperform a legend 
before it could be called 
Sears best steel-belted radial. 


Sears original steel-belted 
radial tire proved its toughness 
and excellence by racking class 
wins in the famous Baja event. 

It was the beginning of a 
legend...anda challenge to de- 
velop an even better tire. A tire 
that was better than the tirethat 
beat the Baja. To outperform 


its famous predecessor, the 
original Sears steel-belted radial, 
they couldn't make a tougher 
tire,so they made it better. 
Better in the areas of handling, 
braking and ride. 


ram 


In the vitally important area 
of wet cornering, Sears 
RoadHandler demonstrated its 
superiority under controlled 
laboratory conditions. 
RoadHandler's bigger 
"footprint" allowed more 


The tire that 
beat the Baja 
Sears original. 


| Sears 
RoadHandler, 
13% wider 

/ tread.10% 
deeper tread 
| (at center). 
Extra tread 
row. 


water to travel along the 
grooves instead of between the 
tire surface and the wet road. 
This helps prevent 
hydroplaning (skidding on a 
thin film of water). In fact, 
laboratory tests demonstrated 
Sears RoadHandler to be 
superior in just about every 
area of traction. 

To demonstrate the 
performance of this newer 
tire, Sears put the RoadHandler 
through the mill. 

First, five gruelling weeks of 
day and night driving — 40,000 
miles over every kind of road. 


Belted Radial. — 


Next, the same tires tackled 
the Pony Express route of a 
a century ago. 

i 


Two thousand miles, from 
Missouri to California. More 
than half of it over rugged, 
trackless country. 

After 42,000 miles without 
any tire failure, Sears 
RoadHandlers faced the most 
critical test of all. Federal 
Motor Vehicle Safety Standard 
109. A test for new tires. 


These Sears RoadHandlers 
not only passed, they exceeded 
every government requirement 
for strength, heat resistance 
and EE (keeping 
the tire on the rim in hard 
turns.) 

Add it all up...and it's 
hardly surprising that Sears 
RoadHandler is Sears 
best steel-belted radial. 


g 
Sears 


Tire ond Auto Centers 
and Catalog. 


“STRAIGHT TALK, GOOD VALUES 


AND SATISFACTION? 


H 
© SEARS, ROEBUCK AND CO., 1977 
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Sensualize Ever 
Inch Of Your Bo 
Two Ways! 


EROS-21. A Sensitizer with multiple 
attachments (pictured here) 

EROS-21 has an intensity and an attach- 
ment to sensitize, relax or stimulate you from 
head to toe. 

Yes! EROS-21 can bring an entirely new 
and pleasurable dimension into lovemaking 
by heightening your sexual awareness, your 
sexual responsiveness, And... 

EROS-21's uniquely stimulating pleasure 
waves intensity your sexual sensations 
noiselessly. Only $29.95 
EROS-22.A System To Heighten Your 
Sexual Gi fication (not pictured here) 

EROS 22 is a system designed to make 
love more exciting. Discover the pleasure 
and fulfillment that this completely satisfying 
lovemaking system can provide. 

The Eros Temptation Stimulator. 
Experience the world's 1st phallic shaped 
dual active erotic vibrator. Switch on and its 
softly cushioned rubber vibrates silently. 
Push the switch to the second position and it 
begins a straight up and down movement 
extending and contracting with smooth 
power—an exquisitely sensual experience. 
The Eros Guide to Lovemaking. 70 
photographs and page after page of descrip- 
tions of incredibly sophisticated sexual tech- 
niques designed to arouse and excite even 
an inhibited sexual partner. 

The Eros Dream Cream. The exotic 
lotion with the enticingly erotic scent that 
acts directly on your senses urging on those 
lovemaking passions. The Total System, 
Special Offer— Only $29.95 


hi 
The 

Wonderful World 
of Lingerie 


Send $2.00 (deductible from д 
first order) for our latest. 
Catalog featuring 

the newest 

sensations in 

lingerie, founda- ~ 
tions, garter belts, wigs 
and shoes, plus hundreds 
of other unusual items 
available in regular 

and larger sizes. 


OPEN BABY OOLL (#113) Open 
ripples and sensual sur 

below, are a real turn on, 

One size lits ан 39.99. Complete 
Set, Red, Black, Purple. In sheer 


Mail all orders to: © 
MICHAEL SALEM'S BOUTIQUE 
P.O. BOX 1781. Dept. 


The Guarantee. Either Eros is such an 
amazingly new sexual experience that we 
will let you try it out for 30 days at our risk. In 
fact you may order both EROS-21 and 
EROS-22 right now and use them for 30 
days. Then, if you are dissatisfied for any 
reason, return either one, or both, for an 
immediate refund. Order today! (Ali orders 
will be shipped in plain unmarked pack- 
ages.) All you have to gain is pleasure and 


v oducts Oept E! 
| P.O. вох 5200. ҒО. Station N.Y.. NY. 10002 
Endosed please find my check or money order 
1 fcr $29.95 plos $1.00 to cover postage and 
handling for each Eros desired. Please rush to 
me in a plain package (check items desired). 
O EROS-21 sensitizer with multiple attachments 
С EROS-22 complete system with Рпайс 
Vibrator 
t; BOTH—SAVES1 
post. and hand, 


Name. 


nclose $49.95 + $2 


Address. 
City. 
Signature. 


(Please sign your name as it appears on credi card) 
J Bank Americard Û Mastercharge. 


EEE I 


Exp. ome Û 


Stare. 


p. 


Interbank 


THE KEY KEEPER 


Playboy's elegant key chain in silvery 
rhodium shows off our famed Rabbit 
Head and keeps your keys safe and 
secure. ЈҮОб05, $10* plus 50c ship- 
ping and handling. 

Send check or money order to: Playboy 
Products, P. O. Box 3386, Chicago, Ill. 
60654, Dept. PP122 

Please include item number. Playboy 
Club credit keyholders may charge 
(include credit Key number). No C.O.D. 
orders, please. 


“Ill, residents—add 5% tax. 
Price subject to change without notice. 
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(continued from page 147) 


“Patti changed her mind, 
as ladies are often wont to do, 
about the Golden West.” 


a couple of thousand students ther 
campus security cop who was st 
nearby kept shouting at me to be careful. 
He wanted me to keep away from the 
crowd. ‘If they pull you in, we'll never 
get you back, he sid. Can you imagin 
T said, ‘Aw, come on, they're only guys^" 

Patti likes to keep her wheels in mo- 
tion, so we've provided her with eight of 
them as part of the gifts that go to the 
Playmate of the Year. Four of the wheels 

е attached to a limited-edition Dodge 
Midnight Charger with modified grille 
and roof treatment, two belong 
AME ten-speed bike and the rest are part 
of a Yamaha DT100D street motorcycle. 
A Panasonic 40-channel C.B. unit will 
help Patti keep in touch with all of her 
good buddies out on the road, (Of course, 
h the $10,000 she’s received as the top 
prize for being chosen top Playmate, 
she can buy almost any other wheels she 
takes a fancy to.) 

In the story that accompanied her No- 
vember pictorial, Patti mentioned th 
she preferred St. Louis to Los Angeles. 
The record low temperatures suffered by 
the Midwest this past winter prompted 

а a second chance. 


10 an 


s are often wont to do, the 
Golden West. “It was a gas. There were 
about ten girls staying there—other Play- 
mates and models—and it was like living 
in a sorority house. We'd have water fights 
in the Jacuzzi at night, backgammon 
games with Hel, parties at Pips. I'd attend 
. I met a lot of good 
people and made friends. Now I'm mov 
ing out to California. It’s going to be a 


something I have to do." Patti's new 
ment will be well stocked: The Playmate 
of the Year hope chest includes a com 
plete hi-fi component system from Pioneer 
(a Pioncer SX-650 receiver, two HPM-40 
speakers and a PLII2D turntable). A 
portable cassette recorder from Panasonic 
will ler her take the music with her 
Rounding out the gifts are a Sony color 
эп AE fully a 
era, a Pulsar watch, Empire binoculars 
and а complete set of Ventura luggage. 
That about completes the declaration of 
personal assets for our top Playmate. It's 
been a very good year. 


BERNSTEIN ох page 166) 


“He would open his novel at a cockfight. A marvelous bit of 
symbolism, A metaphor for the whole country." 


п kicking a scuffed soccer ball. 
ice boys,” Bernstei to Elvia, 
Juan and José," Elvía said. 

“Their fathers?” asked Norma. 

Two dogs snarled and went for each 


beg 


tered. Dust clogged Bern- 
in’s delicate nostrils. Norma pressed 
her scarf to her mouth and nose as the 
dogs rolled and kicked. А them 
with a broom and they 


"Forever?" Bernstein asked. "They live 
саг here? 
‘Gone for today," the maid said. 
cockfight. АШ the men went to León for 
the riña de gallos.” 

"Oh, cockfight 
Norm 

A sullen stout woman in а gray rebozo 
came out of one of the hovels. She folded 


. You hear that, 


her arms and studied the Ames ns with 
resigned eyes. 
“My mother,” Elvía said. “Momma, 


these are the people I work for. 
"The woman nodded. 


Elvía laughed and put a hand to her 
mouth, “Momma is angry. All the men 
went to the cockfight and left us. And 
there is work to do here, so she is 
angry. 

The mother squinted at Bernstein and 
his wife. It was not quite an unfriendly 
stare; rather, one of incomprehension. 
she entered the house. 
"How old is your mother?” 
sked. 


Norma 


said in English. 


She looks fift 
“I's a tough 
Elvia lifted up the younger boy and 
showed him to the Bernsteins. He was 
surprisingly clean. “Juan has no father. 
He was killed after a cockfight by bad 
men. Señor, you can be his godfather. It 
will be a great honoi 
“For me or him? 


five. 
TN 


r both of you.” 
"We'd beuer go," Norm: 
getting depressed.” Piglets s 


said. "I'm 
ued at her 


feet. A dog squatted and dropped loops 
of yellow turds. 

“The children need milk," El 
her 40 pesos. 
uch beauty and such poverty, side by 
side," Norma said as they left. She was 
looking at the church towers, the blue 
sky. the gr 


said. 


Norma р; 


aid 


The following day. as soon as Norm: 
had lelt, Elvi arrived, hall hour 
sooner than usual. She finished her chores 
in the kitchen, Bernstein could hear her 


soft tread as she climbed the stone steps 
id mop. 


with the bucket 
“Buenos dias, Elvia. 
“Buenos dias, seio 
Bernstein turned. from the table and 
shoved back the typewriter. He was off to 
a good start. He would open his novel at 
а cockfight. A marvelous bit of symbol- 
ism. Macho, sava metaphor for the 
whole country. 
“Сой, 


1. Come closer. Do you like 
Did you buy milk for the 


babies?” 
“Si, senor, The shoes 


'€ very pretty. 
The babies h 

“Then thank you to señor.” He felt 
himself corrupt. scheming knave. 
Bernstein had always prided himself on 
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Sleep On a Cloud 


The Original 


For Sleeping 


p” 


‘man Air Bed" 


29: 


чеди Card Orders 
CALL TOLL FREE 


A Van Bed 
A Play Pad 


Factory Direct 
Prices 


from 


Durable... Lightweight...The ultimate sleep- 
ing experience happens on a firm, structured 
AIR BED" You actually sleep on a natural 
cushion ol air There are no harsh metal springs 
‘or wads of resistant fabric. Just firm, controlled 
channels of air that gently support your body 
contours. You'll awaken refreshed Irom the 
most pleasant sleep you ve ever had. The luxur- 
ious, velvet-tufted, I-Beam support bed is in- 
flated in minutes with a vacuum cleaner or any 
air pump (comes with its own adapter) 


Delightfully sensual and exceptionally ortho- 
Pedic, the AIR BED" is a dependable permanent 
mattress and the perfect guest bed you can 
store on a shelf It comes in its own carry bag 
and is great for camping and van use. Its soft, 
flocked finish prevents sticking whether youre 
just sunbathing or dozing your way across a 

Peaceful lake. 
The new and improved AIR BED" takes the sea- 
sickness. immobility, water and weight out of 
waler beds, but gives you the same relaxed, 
'give and lake." sensation. Two people can 
‘sleep on a full, queen or king size bed virtually 
Conte: 


is the World's largest source of structured AIR BEDS.™ 
Selected AIR BED™ Dealerships Now Available — Inquiries Invited. 


undisturbed by the other's movements. This is 
because the patented I-Beam construction— 
with multiple controlled air chambers —sup- 
ports your body evenly and independently. 
You don't sink down and the sides don't fly up 
as with inexpensive plastic furniture. No frame 
or innerspring is required. yet your AIR BED” 
will fitinto any standard bed frame. 


The AIR BED" is unbelievably strong (20 mil 
Poly Vinyl Chloride) Incredibly light. Clean it 
with soap and water. Colors stay bright. At home 
Or on vacation, it’s the perfect way to camp. 

Sleep. relax and play Try it for 10 days with no 
obligation. 

Through special arrangements with the fac- 
tory, we have been able to offer the extraor- 
dinary I-Beam" bed to you at an unheard of 
low price. Prices begin at just $29.95. We urge 
you to enjoy an exciting experience in sleep- 
ing comfort. 


N 


A 


mum manus کے کے کے‎ ee memi Ml 
Please send me the olloning AIR BEDS™ И al uly sans. 1 
tan etum ушп 10 days Tor a prompt гетй. 

TheAIR BED "I Beam Construction ~ Red Velveteen Finish 


p GE 
ur quee m ызы 
и 
{Add S4 95 shipping per bed) 

Г} Also send high-powered AC air pump @ $29 95 ea. 
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“Here’s alittle song about hunger. 


I wrote it т 


»self one time when the automatic 


door locks on my Cadillac jammed and I had to live on olives and 
limes from my back-seat bar for four hours." 


his sense of honor, 


his openness. 


“Gracias, senor.” 


sloser, Elv 
the bucket.” 
She did so. As she approached, Bern- 
stein, already hard, turned in his chair 
and embraced her hard 


Put down the mop and 


her skirt and pres gains 
her budlike breasts. His found 
the cotton underpants and peeled them. 
downward, then kneaded the smooth 
mounds of her ass. He began to groan. 
“In the bed, . Por favor. . 
The señora will return. 
Not for several hour 
“Señora Ortega will hear us. She will 
nary. 
“She sleeps all morning. Come, little 
one. 
Bernstein fell to his knees. He pulled 
down his pajama trousers and thrust his 
rod between her knees. So, he thought, 
must it have been when Cortes took 
222 Malinche, when Pizarro's horny soldiers 


he 


seized the brown-gold bodies and created 
a new 

“Thi 

“No, 

He lifted her in his arms. The fallen 
mus impeded his passage. His penis 
preceded him by several inches, a baton 
or guidon. On the unmade bed, he en 
tered her. As he did, the rooster screamed. 

Cu-cu-ru-cuuuu. . . - 

The sustained, demonic noise had 
never sounded more enraged to Bern- 
stein, more vindictive. As if the bird were 
outside the bedroom window, perched on 
the balcony, observing them. 

Pumping, thrusting, Bernstein imag- 
ined he was melting, vaporizing, infusing 
his substance with the brown flesh of the 
girl. Long before he came, he sensed he 
was due for the grandest orgasm of his 
life. And this was odd, Bernstein thought, 
as he banged away, because she did not 
respond. Elvia lay beneath him 
black-eyed, mouth slightly parted. 

The orgasm began at the nape of his 


neck and in his Achilles’ tendons, then 
spread like crackling fire along а short- 
circuited wire, The sizzling flames fused 
in the small of his b: then roared into 
his laboring belly and inflamed crotch, 
and climaxed in an explosion of titanic 
dimension. 

At the moment at which the first 
spasms began, the rooster renewed its 
assault on Bernstein's ears. With each 
contraction of vesicles, vessels. muscles 
and flesh, the cock crowed, louder and 
louder, more enraged, until, when Bern- 
stein came, the crowing overwhelmed the 
bedroom, drowning the gasping man in 
raucous croaks. 

Cu-cu-ru-cununu. 

Cu-cu-ru-cuuuuu. . . 

Blcar-eyed, ked in sweat. drained, 
Bernstein flopped to one side. His flabby 
chest and paunch rose and fell as he 
gulped for air. He could sce Elvia vague- 
ly, as if under water, retrieving her 
underpants, padding to the bathroom. 
Water tinkled. A Gauguin waterfa! 

Strange, Bernstein thought, how she ac- 
cepted me, But did she come? Through- 
out, she lay beneath him, resilient, 
smooth, boneless, like one of those 
Hlatable lifesize sexshop dolls, eq) 
with apertures. 
‘oftee, señor?” s 
out of the bathroom, smooth 

“Yes, Elvia.” 

Bernstein dressed. He was energetic, 
ready to attack the typewriter, spill out 
words, ideas, concepts, as effusively as he 
had just spilled his seed. 

AS he struck. the first keys, the roostcr 
croaked. It was not the carrending 
Shriek that had accompanied Bernstein's 
x but a strangled noise, as if the 
bird were frustrated. 

At night, Bernstein. made prolonged 
love to his wife. They lay in the firelight, 
and when it was over, they decided that 
their sojourn in Mexico was a dramatic 
success. Both felt invigorated, fulfilled, 


at ease with each other. Norma was ready 
to augment her three hours of Spanish 
h afternoon clases in weaving and 


batik. Bernstein vowed to resume his ten- 
nis. Both were optimistic about pros- 
pects for his novel. 

Alvin, this place is easy to tak 
orma said. "Could you live here all 
year round? 

I might be able to. It costs us one 
third of what it takes to maintain the 
house in New Rochelle,” 

The kids?" The Beraseins had two 
sons, one in college, one in high school. 

"he boys will m: They can 
stay with friends du ion. Norma, 


ir, he could 


But at nigh 
not sleep. The rooster, which up to this 
point had not commenced its crowing un- 


til first light, now ve lost its 
sense of time. It shrieked all night long. 
Once, Bernstein got up to uri 
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with the White Horse, 


flash of light from the bathroom set off 
n insane crowing that lasted a minute. 
“Son of a bitch,” Bernstein said. 
Norma said she had slept soundly. The 
long session of sex in the living room 
her off into deep, dreamless 
sleep. She had not heard the rooster. 
“Guess my ears are supersensitive. I 
hear it all day. And now all night.” 
“Maybe they'll eat it for Christmas.” 
An hour later, Bernstei in bed 


was more violent this time. Again, when 
he reached the outer limits of pleasure, 
that ineffable tingling, tensing and re- 
lease of muscles, the rooster, in time with 
Bernstein's alations and contractions, 
crowed across the yards and gardens of 
Tequitlá; 


б 

The days now assumed for Bernstein a 
kind of perfection that he never imag- 
ned, in all his boyhood fantasies, could 
be achieved by mortal man. 

Tastes, odors, tactile sensations as- 
sumed a richness that hitherto had eluded 
him. In his plaid Viyella robe, he would 
sp Elvia to his fat body as soon as she 
rrived. For ten or filt minutes, they 
would make love. The thundering climax, 
always accompanied. by the rooster's tor- 
tured screaming, would then be followed 
by a morning of writing, cating, walking, 
a molding into the rhythms and customs 
of Tequitlin, Their Spanish improved. 
They made friends. They bought objects 
fashioned of tin, brass and copper. Nor- 
‘ma registered for a course in batik. Ве 
stein wrote an article for the American 
Sociological Journal. 

Only the rooster intruded in thei 
Еа Did Norma hear it? Yes, she said, 
sometimes. “But, sweetie, after the way 
you make love to me every night, I ро 
off as if I've been drugged.” 


It seemed to Bernstein that the rooster 
nc. И cowed 


1 gone ins cessantly. 
guy playing a loop on a 
he complained to Norma 
swear there's some fiendish peon 
there running a Sony. As soon as he 
our light go out, he activates the р 
button. That goddamn rooster has no 
sense of time. It can't tell night from day." 
joke. Bernstein, full 
п during the day, wri 
ing, screwing Elvia and his wife, eating, 
walking, absorbi nd sensations, 
could not sleep. the rooster 
waited until two in the morning, when 
Bernstein would begin to doze, and un- 
loose a long, bellicose cro: At other 
times, it kept up a kind of running com- 
mentary for an hour or more—short, 
peremptory rasping nois 

“I hate to do th Bernstein told 
his wife, “but I can't sleep in this room. 
It’s too close to the garden and the 
bastard is back there somewhere in one 
of those barnyard: 

He moved his bed into a 


^ 
out 
secs 


5, hon, 


arrow utility 


room, locked the door. taped the crevices 
in the windows. Still the noisy crowing 
seeped through. He jammed cotton into 
his cars, then swimming plugs, pulled his 
wool cap over his head. The rooster wa 
not to be denied. Its shrieks found their 
way through stone walls, windows, cur- 
tains, pierced cotton, plugs. cap and left 
Bernstein glassy-eyed, trembling and 
lightheaded each morning. 

Elvia would arrive. Somehow, he would. 
manage to gather up his failing strength, 
overcome his exhaustion and guide her to 
the bed for his morning devotions. Tem- 
porarily refreshed—his morning fix—he 
would try to write for several hours, The 
rooster seemed to let up a litle as 
he worked. Now and then, the truncated 
crowing would emanate from some di: 
tant yard. By midday. the rooster was con: 
tent to remind Bernstein every half hour 
that it was around, resting for а long 
night of shrieking. 

“It’s no use,” Bernstein whimpered to 
Norma one evening. They had spent the 
day looking at houses. They loved Te- 
quitlin, It would be thi retirement 
house. At each house they were shown, 
Norma would find her husband cocking 
his ear, squinting at the horizon, survey- 
ng the yards and gardens around the 
property. 

“What are you doing, Alvin?” she had. 
sked. 

icking roosters. I'll buy a house only 
if it comes with a guarantee there's 
rooster anywhere within hearing dis- 
tanc 

She worried about him. Yet he seemed 


reasonably happy. He remained agile 
and energetic in bed. But he could not 
sleep. He lay awake, waiting for the first 
си-си-ки-сиииии of the night. Even duri 
the day, while working, he was domi- 
nated by the bird. Deep in concentra- 
tion, formulating a sentence, he would 
hear the rooster. Invariably, Bernstein 
lost his train of thought and had to rip 
the paper from the typewriter. 

One morning, after an especially wild 
bout with Elvía—he had gotten her to 
strip to her satiny skin and he had bee: 
able to rise again for a second perform- 
ance—he asked her if she knew who the 
rooster belonged to. The bird had 
crowed with frenzied vigor after both of 
Bernstein's discharges. 

“Señor, that is the bird of my uncle 
Luis. 

“Your undi 

“Si, senor 


She hooked her cotton bra 
nd drew the cotton panties over her 
"He is the one who has 


fighting cock: 

“Where? Where 
€" Elvi 
dress slipped ov 
before hii 


his pi 

said. The scarlet 
her head. She stood 
n with bucket and mop. Her 


face was an Aztec mask—unsmiling. 
айс. 
“Near where you live? 
señor. 


in's head swiveled. Bur that was 
a half mile away. How could the rooster 
penetrate walls, homes, gardens, hurl its 
voice hallway across Tequithin and as 
sault his cars? More and more, it seemed 
to Bernstein that the rooster was secking 


“May I please see your stub, sir?” 


Norma claimed she heard the 
rooster only now and then. Señora Or- 
tega said she knew of no rooster. The 
neighbors laughed when he mentioned 
the crowing. Roosters were part of life, 
nored them, 
nore the buzz 


him. 


the way one le 
of à bee. 

That afternoon, Bernstein, 
the heavy comida, drowsy after a short 
hap, set out to wander the back streets of 
Tequitlán. It might have been a town 
depopulated by atomic radiation. Not 
soul was in evidence. The sun splashed on. 
whitewashed walls, cobbled streets, pink 
fountains and arche: 

Bernstein stopped a youth on a bicycle. 
He was selling day-old copies of the 
Mexico Daily News, Bernstein bought 
and asked him if he knew the house 
of Luis, who had fighting cocks. 

the boy said. 

Bernstein gave him two pesos after the 
boy led him through а back alley, up a 
e shuttered houses, to a long 
It was windowless. A soar- 
ing, ре, maduro door stood in the 
midst of the monolithic wall. 

Bernstein pecked through a mail slot 
d saw a dusty courtyard. Old lumber 
d chunks of masonry lay about. He 
pped at the door. 

An old man shullled toward the door 
and opened it. Bernstein entered. 

Is this the home of Lui 
“Si, señor. He is sleeping. 

“Wake him up. Tell him Señor Bern- 
stein is here. ‘The employer of his niece 
El 
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sated with 


The man shuffled away. I should have 
known, Bernstein thought. Too carly in 
the afternoon. They'll sleep for hours. He 
wandered to the rear of the courtyard. 
Junk abounded—parts of old washing 
machines. of rotting 


Three men me out of the house. 
They hitched trousers, rubbed their eyes. 
They did not appear unlriendly. АШ 
manifested the same halbsmiling polite- 
ness characteristic of Tequitkinos 

“I am Luis," the shortest and fattest of 
the men ssid. 

“The uncle of Elvia? 

“Si, señor.” 

“You know who I am?" Bernstein 
A frank smile helped, he thought. 
facial gestures 
ce. Smile. 


conveyed f 
R: 


ies 

se eyebrows, Nod 

Si, señor. In Señora Ortega's house.” 

Two cocks came strutting out of the 

kened house. They pecked at the 
dirt, walked in high-stepping fashion. 
Bemstcin had never seen a fighting 
cock. They did not look especially 
cious. They were leaner than the usual 
barnyard rooster. Their combs had been 

224 clipped, as had hackle and rump feathers. 


They had a denuded, st 
They seemed. to Bernstein vaguely rep- 
ш 


One of Luis’ companions picked up a 
cock. It was a long-necked, leggy creature, 
covered with sparse feathers. He cradled 
it in his arms. He stroked it, kissed its 
back. began to m; s chest. Bern- 
found something obscene in the ab- 
fection lavished on the bird 
“One of your birds keeps me awake,” 


he 

Luis squinted beneath his 
straw hat. His unshaven face—rather 
handsome, a sort of seedy Gilbert Ro- 


nd—was dull with disbelief. 
‘One of your cocks crows all night and 
all day. 1 hear it all the time. Some- 
times in the midst of the night, all day 
long, while I am working. You see, I am 
writer and" 

Si, Elvia has told me about you 
‘This rooster is driving me loco, Luis. 
I must ask you to silence it." 

Luis blinked a few times. “It is in the 
ture of fighting cocks to crow. One ac- 
cepts this. No one in Tequitlán has ever 
complained about my cocks. 

The presence of the men evidently 
aroused the dozing roosters in the cages. 
Several stretched. flapped their copped 

ings, craned their naked necks and 
п to make persistent croaking sounds. 
One raised itself on spindly shanks and 
emitted a си-си-ти-сиииии. But it was а 
muffled noise, not the car-blasting shriek 
emitted by tein's bird, 
“Only 


much 


he said. 


louder. 


You can ask he knows 
how much noise that bid makes. I 
cannot sleep or work or think. | am 


1g mad.” 
Luis’ compa 


go 
bent head to head. 
The onyx eyes and gap-oothed mouths 
were leering. Bernstein heard the word 
chinga or chingado clearly, the univer- 
sal Mexican expression—fuck, fucker, 
fucked. fuckee, fucking. A thousand. per- 


mut, - Paz or Fuentes, or some other 
Mexican writer. had done an entire 
chapter on the meanings, nuances and 


subtleties of chingar 

He heard it again. One of the men 
ipe ed behind a callused brown hand. 
escritor chinga la criada.” “The writer 
screws the maid.’ 

1 must buy that rooster.” he said. 
“The one that makes all the noise. I 
will pay well.” 

Señor, 1 have twelve fighting cock: 
as dear to me as the hair on my wife's 
head, and elsewhere. I have trained them, 
fed them meat and eggs, bathed them, 
massaged them, made them braye, and 
I do not sell them.” 

“I will pay more than you ever get 
for your best fighting cock. I will pay 
double for that son of a whore of a cock 
that is driving me insane.’ 

The man holding the bird whispered 
in Luis car. The other man wandered 
off to the cages, removed two birds 


nd set them down on the patio. 
bird is i?” Luis asked 
“Seftor, you say you hear one 


"d know its scream anywhere. A ter- 
rible noise. I want it. 

“Which one is й 

Eyes tearing, Bernstein looked about 
the sun-flooded yard. The demon knew 
he was there, knew he wanted to kill it. 
And so it was silent. Bernstein managed 
a brittle 
Luis, you must know the one I mca 
Find the one that makes the noise, the 
loudest of your cocks. I will give you 
two hundred pesos for it.” 

Again, one of the companions mut- 
tered. This time, unmistakably. Bern- 
stein heard the word chinga and the 
ame Elvia. They knew. They all knew. 
A defiant macho bloomed in Bernstein's 
sunken chest, stiffened his spine. To hell 
with them. Let them know. Let them look 
at a real screwing. fighting gringo. He 
would handle them the way Sam Houston 
handled Santa Anna at the battle of San 
Jacinto. 

“Four hundred pesos for the cock.” 

Luis shook his head. "Senor, if you 
give me so much money, I will be able 
to buy ten more fighting cocks. And any 
one of them might be louder than the 
one you buy. You will make me rich, give 
me many cocks and still you will not 
sleep. Permit me to say it, for 1 am an 
ignorant man, but it is all in your mind. 
The Devil has put the noise of a rooster 
in your ears. Ignore it. Refuse to hear i 
There is no such roostei 

The man who had taken the two birds 
from the cages was holding them head to 
head, daring them to fight. 
them on, Bernstein reflected gri 
of the roosters struggled free a 
to peck at the one in the m 
Hideous, defeathered, crop-he: 
sters. He imagined them with the curved. 
1 galls on their legs. gleaming two-inch 
spurs. 

“All right.” Bernstein said. “But if I 
hear that rooster again, ГЇ come here 
and Kill all of them. You will have many 
1 birds.” 
You would 
terrible crime. 


That 


is a 


not, señor. 
n Tequitkin 


ging with yellow 
dust, Bernstein walked to the door. The 
old man was holding it open. Then he 
the crowing, the loud, abrasive, 


spun about. Beneath Luis 
ked neck erect, beady amber eyes 
staring at him, was а rooster considerably 
larger than the others. Its comb had 
been completely cropped. Its wings and 
body feathers were dirty gray, the breast 
dirty red. It promenaded on stiff yellow 
(continued on page 230) 


“Tt was inevitable, I suppose.” 


MANAGING 


You may have caught the news 
already in the Journal of Gastroenter- 
ology, but, if not, it seems the ulcer— 
that once protean symbol of corporate 
overstriving—is really not an execu- 
tive ailment after all. Says there that 
doctors now believe stress is not a 
direct cause of ulcers and that busi- 
nessmen are no more likely than con- 
struction workers to get one. 

In a curious sort of way, this myth 
of the executive ulcer tends to con- 
firm what Henry Mintzberg has been 
saying all along. Mintzberg, a 37-year- 
old professor of management at Mc 
Gill University in Montreal, has been 
getting a lot of attention for his thesis 
that managers work—prefer to work— 
in a climate of “calculated chaos. 

The way Mintzberg sees it, the 
classical view of managers as high- 
ly structured, reflective, regulated, 
science-oriented professionals who 
spend their days some tower organ- 
izing, coordinating, planning and con- 
trolling is just so much baloney. 

“Managers work pretty much the 
way they always have,” Mintzberg says, 
“and this covers everybody from top 
corporate executives down to leaders 
of street gangs. It really comes down 
to hunches, gossip and gut instinct as 
the basis for making decisions.” 

Mintzberg's theories grew out of an 
Olympian study of the literature of 


THINK TANK 


an insider's look at everything you need to know to keep 
up with, and flourish in, the latter part of the 20th century 


management, plus his own experiences 
in shadowing the chief executive off- 
cers of five American companies. 
Many people say his research is thin 
and his conclusions vastly oversimpli- 
fied, but it is lear that many others 
find his composite portrait of the mod- 
ern manager reassuring. His article, 
“The Manager's Job: Folklore and 
Fact,” in the Harvard Business Re- 
view last year has drawn over 31,000 
requests for reprints so far. 

In the article, adapted from his 
book The Nature of Managerial 
Work, Mintzberg addresses himself to 
four myths he believes make up the 
folklore of managerial work: 

The manager is a reflective, system- 
atic planner: Not so, says Mintzberg. 
All the evidence is à contraire. Man- 
agers work at an unrelenting pace, 
doing a variety of tasks not necessarily 
related to one another. Most are dis- 
posed of in less than ten minutes. 

The effective manager has no regu- 
lar duties: In addition to handling 
things that just pop up, Mintzberg 
says, managers do perform a number 
of regular duties. They meet impor- 
tant clients, give out gold watches, 
fire the drunk in purchasing, and so 
on. They also spend a lot of time proc- 
essing "soft" information—gossip—the 
kind of stuff that will keep them a 
jump ahead of their competitors. 

The senior manager needs aggre- 
gated information, which a formal 


management information system best 
provides: Mintzberg discovered that 
his chief executives pay little atten- 
tion to their mail, barely glance at 
all the computerspun garbage that 
crosses their desks and dislike writ- 
ten reports. Managers, he says, pre- 
fer to do business by telephone or in 
face-to-ace meetings. 

Management is, or at least is quick- 
ly becoming, a science and a profes- 
sion: No way, says Henry the M. 
Everything managers know about 
managing is locked away somewhere 
in their brains and comes under am- 
biguous labels such as JUDGMENT or 
inturtion. It can't be analyzed, so it 
jsn't a science, and it can't be learned, 
so it's not a profession. 

Mintzberg's portrait of the manager 
of today is warmly humanistic in that 
it celebrates the little big man who 
uses his wits to control a world that 
is far too complex for rational analy- 
sis. That his theories fly in the face 
of the man-asa-Brooks-Brothers-ape- 
chained-to-a-computer school of man- 
agement doesn't bother him. 

"Tm right" Mintzberg says. “And, 
besides that, I've never had an ulcer." 

— JERRY BOWLES 


UP YOUR MILEAGE! 

It remains the fond but flimsy hope 
of the citizenry that as Government 
becomes increasingly helpless to im- 
prove our lot, at least it will not mess 


TRANSPORTATION 


around and make things worse. That 
simple aspiration is, unfortunately, in 
direct conflict with the cardinal rule 
of bureaucratic survival, which, rough- 
ly translated from Washington jargon- 
ese, reads, "Don't just sit there, do 
something.” An example of this sur- 
vival compulsion is the Environmental 
Protection Agency, which has mush- 
roomed in less than a decade from a 
gleam in the eyes of Sierra Club 
members to a substantial Federal 
power. While its Congressionally 
mandated mission is supported by all 
but the most psychotic land rapers, it 
has been criticized for bumptiously 
overstepping its boundaries in a text- 
book case of Civil Service empire 
building. Much of the irritation 
centers on the EPA’s policy of measur- 
ing gasoline mileage on all domestic 
passenger cars sold in America. These 
figures have been seized upon by auto 
manufacturers as valuable sales tools 
in a market place that is increasingly 
sensitive to gasoline price and supply. 
Practically all automotive advertisers 
now employ the EPA mileage figures. 
And well they should, because, accord- 
ing to experts, the EPA numbers are 
absurdly optimistic. 

Hence, the assault on the EPA 
miles-per-gallon numbers comes in 
two forms: (1) The results are so 
removed from reality as to be a tech- 
nological joke and (2) mileage com- 
parisons aren't any of the EPA's 


damned business to begin with. Our 
Government worthies do acknowledge 
the second objection, admitting that 
no one asked them to produce any in- 
formation regarding gasoline mileage. 
It was merely a simple urge to en- 
lighten, they say, based on the fact that 
their tests used to measure exhaust 
emissions can also be made to deter- 
mine gas consumption. (The EPA 
must certify, on the basis of laboratory 
examinations, that every car sold 
in America meets current Federal сх- 
haust standards.) We have these cars 
hooked up to our dynamometers, 
under perfectly controlled conditions, 
so why not check the gas mileage along. 
the way? ask our EPA buddies. 

Why not, indeed? This appears to 
be another example of the "do some- 
thing” syndrome whereby Govern- 
ment agencies embark оп nitwit, 
make-work projects that, in turn, ener- 
gize their bleating for more money, 
more authority and more bodies. 

Perhaps critics would be less vocal 
about this whole business if the EPA 
results made more sense. Quite simply, 
the mileage figures being released by 
the EPA are 20 percent to 25 percent. 
too high. 

How come such botching of a 
simple job by our EPA technoids? Any 
idiot can figure gas mileage, simply by 
carefully dividing the miles traveled 
by the amount of gasoline consumed. 
It's not their calculations that are at 


fault (the Civil Service is very rigid. 
about applicants having a command. 
of long division) bur their method- 
ology. As we said earlier, the mileage 
business is kind of a by-product of the 
emissions certification, and it is a chal- 
lenge to industrious bureaucrats to put 
it to use, regardless of the sense it 
makes Here is how it works: In order 
to measure emissions an example of 
each new model car to be sold in the 
U.S. market is taken to the EPA test 
labs. There it is hooked up to a dyna- 
mometer and computer-operated auto- 
matic controls and given “simulated” 
runs, as if the car were being operated 
on public streets. A so-called. urban- 
driving cycle involves the car’s being 
accelerated, braked, stopped, started, 
etc., for 23 minutes. This test, says the 
EPA patterned on the conditions 
the average driver encounters going 
from home to work.” Its average speed 
is 20 miles per hour. The highway 
test, which includes “simulated inter- 
state-highway and rural driving,” lasts 
12 minutes and involves a burst of 60 
mph, Its average speed is just under 
49 mph. Most independent experts 
say this average is ludicrously low, but 
the EPA people assume a standard 
Government defense. It was the Big 
Daddy computer, not themselves, that 
digested all that data about average 
trip length, average stops per mile, 
maximum highway speeds, etc, and 
belched out numbers. The computer 
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is right, the test procedures are right! 
Never mind that nobody can attain 
the EPA results in actual dri 

So we have Americans run 
around with batches of irreleva 
numbers in their heads, spen 
money because of Government infor- 
mation that is wrong. (Lately, the ЕРА 
has tried to pawn off a composite 
figure, a combination of city and 
highway tests—weighted 55 percent 
in favor of the urban-cycle figures— 
which has produced a somewhat more 
realistic result but still too high.) In 
addition to deluding the public, there 
is a more insidious penalty for this 
EPA meddling. It has given au- 
tomobile manufacturers additional 
ammunition to attack the entire cred- 
ibility of the EPA in exhaustemission 
regulation. Simply stated, manufactur- 
ers can argue: "Look, these fools can't 
even accurately compute gas mileage, 
so how can you expect them to make 
sensible judgments about something 
as complicated as exhaust emissions?" 
You'd be surprised how far such logic 
can carry one in the halls of Congress. 

The fact that our quest for clean 
air is closely linked to reducing auto- 
motive pollutants produces this ques- 
tion: As war may be too serious a 
problem to leave to the generals, is 
exhaust-emission control too serious a 
problem to leave to the EPA? Based 
on its fumbling with gas mileage, the 
answer is yes. — BROCK YATES 


GROWING OLYMPIC GOLD 


For a sporting event that won't take 
place for another three years, the 1980 
Olympic Games in Moscow are al- 
g a fuss. One sportswriter, 
5 s "the most blatant 
cheaters in the history of sports,” has 
already predicted the games will be a 
disaster. Coupled with the still un- 
settled dust from last years games, 
which featured a Russian fencer being 
tossed out for rigging his épée and 
deep-voiced, broad-shouldered female 
swimmers from East Germany deny- 
ing charges they took male-hormone 
shots, the two weeks of Olympic sports 
every four years are becoming an on- 
going news story. The enormous suc- 
cess of the East German team (it won 
40 gold medals in Montreal, second 
only to the Russians) and the attend- 
int rumors of “superhuman” athletes 
recently prompted the country to 
allow Western newsmen to examine 
its sports system for the first time. 
What they saw was an entire society 
of 17,000,000 people hard at work de- 
veloping Olympic champions in every 
sport. Youngsters are "discovered" at 
the age of eight or so and sent off to 
attend. one of 21 sports clubs, where 
they are watched over by some 7000 
paternalistic coaches and monitored 
for every physical response by the 
country's $60 "sports doctors.” Korne- 
lia Ender, the 18-year-old who won 


four gold medals at Montreal, trained 
for seven years before the games. She 
lived in a dormitory run by a sports 
club and did nothing but study and 
train. Such a system, claim the East 
Germans, lets them spot the best ta 
ent and develop it to its fullest pote 
tial. While the Fast Germans won't 
admit to using steroids or other drugs 
on athletes, reporters could find no 
one who would flatly deny it. “There 
are no secrets," one scientist told Craig 
Whitney of The New York Times. 
"Behind every Olympic gold medal 
there is an entire collective of doctors, 
technicians and coaches—just like mis- 
sion control when an astronaut is sent. 
up into space." 

Meanwhile, no one has ever accused 
the United States of treating its Olym- 
pic athletes like it does its spacemen, 
and the President's Commission on 
Olympic Sports has urged a complete 
overhaul of our Olympic program. It 
recommended that a central organi: 
tion be formed to coordinate athletic 
meets and fund-raising activities that 
currently are splintered among the 
Amateur Athletic Union, the National 
Collegiate Athletic Association and 
the U.S. Olympic Committee. Fur- 
ther, it proposed a bill of rights for 
athletes and that fund raising be 
started on a nationwide basis. Natu- 
rally, the A.A.U,, the N.C.A.A. and the 
U.5.O.C. haven't exactly jumped at 


“A quarter of a 
million dollars for 
60 seconds of air time 
is not uncommon.” 


the idea of giving up some of their 
control, so it remains to be seen 
whether or not our athletes will be 
able to measure up to the East Ger- 
man "supermen" in Moscow. 


FOUR FOR THE MONEY 

You might say that it's like Mary 
Hartman giving birth to an entirely 
new network of television shows. That 
will be the effect if any of several inde- 
pendent television producers and ad- 
agency sponsors succeed in their plans 
to sell their own programs to stations 
not affiliated with CBS, NBC or ABC. 
What began with Norman Lear's 
Fernwood Follies’ being turned down 
by the Big Three and then successfully 
marketed to the independent stations 
may become a “fourth network” of 
programs. Today, there are more ad- 
vertisers who want to buy air time on 
the major networks than there is space 
available. With demand exceeding 
supply, prices for a minute of air time 
have soared. A quarter of a million 
dollars for 60 seconds is not uncom- 
mon (during a Super Bowl, for exam- 
ple) and a regular prime-time minute 
now runs upwards of $60,000. A fourth 
network would work like this: If an 
independent TV production company, 
such as Metromedia (which also owns 
four stations outright), could line up 
enough other stations to carry its pro- 
duction of Wuthering Heighis so that 
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a possible 50-60 percent of the market 
could tune in, then a large ad agency 
could sell the ad space on the shows to 
clients who had to reach a large audi- 
ence. Metromedia and Ogilvy & Math- 
er (the ad agency in this case) have 
worked together: The result is Metro- 
Net, 30 minutes of programing five 
nights a week, just waiting to sop up 
those extra ad dollars. Station owners, 
cager for a percentage of the take 
that a smash such as Mary Hartman 
provides, will line up to carry a hit 
show, even if they currently carry only 
regular network programs. The Fed- 
eral Communications Commission, 
which issues the all-important licenses 
that permit stations to operate, has re- 
cently announced an investigation to 
see if the big networks have too much 
influence on programing as a whole, 
so station owners may be particularly 
receptive to some fresh shows in their 
line-ups. If MetroNet doesn't succeed, 
alternatives are in the works. “Opera- 
tion Prime Time,” forged by MCA-TV 
and a line-up of independent sta- 
tions, may be on the air this summer. 
And Norman Lear himself reported- 
ly has plans to fill three hours of air 
time on Saturday nights with pro- 
grams to compete with the Big Three. 
Nothing in the rulebook says you've 
got to play the game with only three 
teams; and with plenty of loose money 
around, chances are good someone 
else is going to join the big leagues. 


FUTURE FOGGY 
Nearly everyones familiar with the year- 
end ritual of a well-known "psychic's" 
making predictions for the coming 
year while appearing on some Iate- 
night talk show. Perhaps you've even 
ndered what becomes of those pre- 
ions. Does anyone ever check 
up on them? Sociologist Dr. Gary 
Alan Fine of the University of Minne- 
sota did and found that, when com- 
pared with a group of college students 
who also made predictions, the profes- 
sional psychics did no better at all 
and. in fact, fared slightly worse. Dr. 
Fine was quick to point out that he 
not test the possibility of some- 
ауе psychic powers, only the 
statistical chances of professional psy- 
chic doing a better job than ten 
Harvard and Radcliffe students. The 
professionals’ predictions were taken 
from the National Enquirer, which 
each January asks ten “name” psychics 
to predict what will happen during 
the year. The study, Fine notes, “indi- 
cates that many self-described ‘psy- 
chics’ may not be psychics but perhaps 
entertainers, well-meaning believers in 
their own powers or frauds.” Being a 
psychic, he adds, is a career, with all 
the attendant “tricks of the trade,” 
but psychics are useful in society be- 
cause they help us face the uncer- 
tain with increased confidence. 
‘Thanks; we needed that. E 
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BERNSTEIN 50 page 221) 


“His passion for Elvia did not diminish. Exhausted, hollow- 
eyed, sweating, he took her to bed each morning.” 


ing the ugly spurs 

Bernstein said. "You bastard. I 
." He took a step toward Luis. 
That's forty dollars. 


“Five hundred pesos 
My last offer.” 

“L cannot sell Gómez. He is champion 
of Tequitkin. Next week in Leòn, he 
pion of Mexico.” 
rched its obscene neck. raised 
nd shattered the air. 


"Thats 
rights, even though I 
That bird must be s 
the police here. 

"The pol 


s we do, 
Luis said g What good is a fight- 
ing cock il it cannot crow?” 

ven hundred pesos." 

No, senior. Impossible.” 

. 

wake all night. He had 
to his ears and. pulled 


Bernstein lay 
jammed cotton 


a woolen cap over his head. He tried to 
sleep in the living room, then upi 
in the kitchen. Then behind locked bath- 
room doors, sprawled in the tub on top 
of sofa cushions. It was useless, Now that 
the rooster had seen him, it seemed to 
have summoned up dreadful new sounds 
longer and wilder screams. Be 
found himself trying to anticipate the 
demonic shrieks, like a st the 100- 
yard dash tying to ourguess the gun. 
Through it all, Norma slept on her side, 
snoring, untroubled. And throughout the 
town, he knew, people slept, undisturbed 
by the screaming bird. 

. 

But di jon for Elvi 
diminish. Exhausted, hollo 
ing, unable to concentrate 
writer, he took her to the 
morning. 

They talked little. Their loving as- 
tual nature, Never did she 


did not 
eyed, sweat- 


the type- 
bed each 


sumed a 


“While we were doing it in the privacy of our 


bedroom, a friend of my wife 


a plainclothes policeman, was 


watching us from the privacy of our closet.” 


smile. The teeth gleamed at him, He ex- 
ploded. And zt the precise second, Gómez 
shrieked, sustaining a final mad. note to 
match Bernstein's last gasp. 

“No goddamn bird can get the best of 
me.” Bernstein whined. 

He showered and shaved after Elvia 
had cleaned the bathroom—and gotten 
50 pesos from him for antibiotics—and 
sat at the typewriter. As he touched the 
keys, Gomez crowed. 

Bernstein leaped from the table and 
flew to the balcony. ged, he shook 
his fist in the direction of the yard where 
the fighting cocks lived. “Ba 
a bitch! Shut your goddamn mouth! PH 
slit your throat, you lousy, rotten prick. 
you filthy cocksucker!” 

He cursed on in English, until Señora 
Ortega, serene and gray in her black 
dress, emerged from her tiny apartment 
adjoining the house. “What is wrong, 
Señor Bernstein?" she asked. “Are you 
inl? 


‘The rooster. І am being driven in- 

sane. Don't you hear it, señora? Doesn't 
it keep you ај 
“I hear many roosters." 
“But this one is very loud. І cannot 
think or write. My wife and I cannot 
stay here if this goes on. 1 tried to buy 
the rooster from Luis, but he refused. 1 
ig. 1 will have to leave.” 


пиз not leav 
knew it was out of season 
Forever suckers, he and Norma were pay- 
ing about double the rate, having come 
to Tequitlin ignorant of rentals. “Yes, 
е tomorrow, unless that bird 


"The old woman's eyes were distorted 
behind thick lenses. "You cannot leave. 
Life is 100 good for you here. 
Ah, she knows, Bernstein thought. She 
knows about Elvia. 

p is fine, señora, but 

A series of raucous cu-cu.ru-cuuuuus 
obliterated his words. As he remained on 
the balcony, pressing his throbbing skull 
between his hands, Señora Ortega en 
tered her a nd emerged à 
with a 
1o Bernstein. 
“What is t 
poison. 
m not a ınan to use poison." 
veryone does. Throw it over the wall 


She leered. 


it so much. 
Bernstein opened the box. Inside were 
irregularly shaped clay-colored pellets re- 


sembling kibbled dog food. They were 
odorless and powdery, not at all lethal in 
arance 


eful with them. They are as 
strong as sin. Toss them over the fence 
and the roosters will be d 
. 

In the evening, Be 
tied to make love 


Now. Own the road like it’s never been owned 
before. With the unique, special RIOORS. 
| It has everything a BMW is famous for, and more. 
Performance, Mind-boggling. Just imagine the 
thrust you'd get from a motorcycle that weighs only 463 
pounds, yet pumps out over 55 ft-lbs of torque. Just 
imagine what a quick twist of your wrist does toa nice stretch of road. 
Wind-tunnel aerodynamics. Built-in spoilers create road-holding 
downforces, more precise handling. And the fairing slips through the air. 
cutting wind noise and tiring buffeting. For more comfort and safety. 
The BMWRIOORS. The kind of machine that. were there no price tag, 
most men would want to own. The kind of machine 
that, because the price tag is close to $5000, allows very 
few men that privilege. 
The kind of machine that, even sitting still, says 
you own the road, 


Look for your local BMW dealer in the Yellow Pages. or write for our fine brochure. US. Importer: 
Butler & Smith. Ine.. Dept. P-046. Norwood. NJ O7648/Compton. CA 90224. Canad: у butors, Ontario. 
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“For the last time. Charlie, keep your angels. 
I ain't trading! 


nner, the two of them 
clothed and snug under the blanket. But 
he failed. Norma began to worry about 
him. He told her that they could no 
longer stay in Tequithin while the 
rooster robbed his sleep. tortured his 
wor! 


their favored 


ng mornings when it’s especial- 
ly wound up. It’s sending me to 
loony bin. Norma, unless І can stop. 
ving. 


“Bur there are roosters all over. 
Mexico.” 
"Well go to билета 


He did not tell her of his visit to Luis, 
his offer to buy Gomez, the poison the 
landlady had given him. 

“It was so good here a few weeks ago, 
Norma said. "I ne ner 
getic, so happy. Alvin, we didn't make 
love like that since our honeymoon. Your 
work started so well. Oh, darling, try to 
forget that dumb chicken.” 


т saw you so 


past two in the morning, 
Gomez emitted its first shriek. Norma 
stirred and went back to sleep. Bernstein 
got out of bed and buttoned his sheep- 
lined coat over his sweat suit. He put on 
jogging sneakers and a wool knit cap, 
drew on a pair of woolen gloves. He toc 
the cardboard box containing the poiso 
and sneaked out of the house, 

int moonlight, of a luminosity 
Bernstein had never seen, painted the 
streets silver white. One could read a 
newspaper in the bright light. If Te 
quitlin was silent by day, at three in the 
ig it might have been an ancient 
He walked on crepesoled feet 


232 up and down the hills on which the town 


was built, until he came to the house of 
the cock trainer. 

A moment's analysis was in order. 
Señora Ortega had bid him tow the 
pellets over the wall. A problem there. 
Тһе long gray façade, windowless and 
quite high, posed a problem. Moreover, 
the roosters were kept at the rear of the 
compound. Then Bernstein recalled that 
some chickenwire fencing had been used 
10 patch holes in th 
sault from the rear was indicated, 

He üptoed around the corner and 
entered an alley, where a pariah dog 
snarled at him. Then he followed the 


© rear wall, An as- 


cobblestone path to an open field behind 
the 


Luis house. Ihe moon undated 
scrubby. burned-out earth with an 
septic glow. Bernstein made his way past 
the rusting corpses of abandoned auto- 
mobiles to the wall. Between the field 
and the wall was a sloping drainage 
ditch, redolent of raw sewage 

He inhaled nocturnal arom: 
nations of shit, sweet grass, dry carth, 
Then he clambered down the incline, 
felt the slime at the bottom of the ditch 
suck at his ankles. He slipped and fell. 
He had always been poorly coordinated. 
The cardboard box dropped from his 
hands. The crumbly gray pellets scat- 
tered about, blending with the muck. 
Эһ, my God," Bernstein muttered. 
How could he ever expl 
what he was doing? Luis and his friends: 
would wallowing in filth, 
scratching in the earth for bits of poison- 
ous clay. Impossible. He was а man with 
a Ph.D. and two published works on so- 
Gal problems. An old street joke ski tered 
through Bernstein's marbled mind. Well- 
paying job offered: separating fly shit 
from brown pepper with boxing gloves. 

“I'm cursed,” Bernstein sobbed. “It's 
impossible. I can't find the crap.” / lready 


to anyone 


the toxic pelles 
the fetid stream, 
liquid turds 
stein snillled. 

Gómez crowed furious! 


were dissolving in 
fortifying the flow of 
"To each his own,” Bern- 


> crowed twice 


n. 
“AIL right, motherfucker, 


Bernstein 
said. "You asked for it.” 

He struggled up the opposite bank, 
feet sliding. grabbing at roots and rocks. 
and blundered toward the wire fencing. 
Inside, the moonlight spread its glow on 
the dead earth. 

His hands tore at the wire. He suc- 
ceeded in yanking one side loose from 
ihe boards. With bleeding palms, he 
pulled the wire aside and crawled into 


The roost- 
er seemed bigger ul тетет 
bered. He was strutting arrogantly, the 
1 head erect, the metallic eyes glint 
ing in Ше moonlight. Once 
its cropped wings, stretched its 
unloosed a series of choked shrieks, the 
ugly noises that had ruined Bernstein's 
hours at the typewriter. 

"Got a goddamn repertoire, haven't 
your" Bernstein asked. He approached 
the bird, bent low, hands forward. "Let's 
hear the real Lig onc. The one you use 
hen I come, you fucking vulture.” 

G iccommodated. him. 


mez It arched 


its back, raised wings and unloosed the 


shrill, reverbei 


g scream that Bern- 
stein had heard the first ime he made 
love to the obsidian-eyed maid. 

"Your last croak, buddy," Bernstein 
gasped. 

He lunged at the rooster, Alwa 
sy, even as а boy, he thought. He tripped 
on a coil of rusted wire and tumbled to 
earth, his tortured hands trying to break 
his fall. 

"The rooster screamed once more. Rais- 

ag himself awkwardly on forearms and 
elbow: looked up and was 
suddenly frozen. He was sure he'd seen 
a flash of steel in the moonlight where 
no steel ought to be at that hour, Could 
they have lelt the cock armed? 

A light was turned on in the com- 
pound. Bernstein heard sleepy voices. 

“guê pasa?" 

“Oi, qué tal?” 

At that moment, the 
itself from the ground 
wings and kicking legs and flew at his 
head. Bernstein seemed to feel the 
hooked blade of the рай dig into his 
arotid artery. He wied to reach for it, 
arms would not respond. 
it" he said. He wept хой! 
“You win, you son of a bitch.” 

As his sight dulled and his senses 
ebbed, his ears heard а final cu-curu- 
cuuuuu. Wt sounded almost tender and 
wistful, full of grief and compassion. 


s dum- 


Bernstein 


оомег lofted 
a Hurry of 


Strawberry is the new taste Ў 
treat. And with it The Club makes X7 
the coolest, tastiest strawberry а 
daiquiri ever. 

Chill a few cans (or any of 


instead of fiddlin’ around with 
mixed drinks you can fool around 
with your friends. 


__. Welcome to The Club. 
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people, places, objects and events of interest or amusement 


MOOD INDIGO, YOU HOPE 
Male undies come in all shapes and sizes, just like the guys who are 
in them. But here's the first pair to come with a heart on—a mood 
heart, that is. If you're turned off, it's black; interested, it turns rust; 
affectionate, it's green; and if you're hot to trot, it's a nice bright 
blue. Reis is the manufacturer and the shorts, in red or light blue, are 
in stores and boutiques around the country at $4 each. Am I blue? 


SWAT TEAM 
For the competitive type who wishes to 
add an element of skill to every encounter, 
Mr. Advertising (924 Dundas Street, 
London, Ontario N5W 3A1) is selling 
for $1, postpaid, a sporting-chance 
fly swatter that comes with a hole in 
the middle. Thus, if that bluebottle 
you've been stalking is parked directly 
under the swatter's sweet spot—it lives 
to fly ancther day. Good show! 


COMPUTER GAMBIT 
Remember HAL, Stanley Kubrick's maverick chess-playing computer in 
2001? Meet Chess Challenger, the first retail computer chess game. 
To play, all you do is select where you want to move on the coded chess- 
board, then punch that move on the keyboard. Chess Challenger 
will think and then respond with its move in the digital-readout win- 
dow. Sound easy? You can beat Chess Challenger 25 to 70 percent 
of the time if you're a good player, says the manufacturer, Fidelity 
Electronics. at 5245 W. Diversey Avenue, Chicago, Illinois 60639. The 
$200, postpaid—and it even admits its losses. 


NIXON TAPED AGAIN 


Like to have the spitting vocal image 

of Jimmy Stewart or Richard Nixon on 
your telephone-answering machine? 
Communico, at 1669 Old Bayshore High- 
way, Burlingame, California 94010, has 
them—plus a host of other big-name and 
character voices—on cassettes or records 
for just $9.95 a volume, postpaid. Each 
features ten different comic recordings— 
that is, if you can call Nixon a comic. 


MULE TRAIN! 
This summer, a firm called 
Welcome Swiss Tours is offer- 
ing seven-day mule safaris 
along original mule trails 
through the Valais Alps 

(that’s Matterhorn country) 

for about $280 per person— 
not including air fare. You 
saddle up in Haute Nendaz or 
Grimentz, and then it’s a jolly 
week of clippety-clopping over 
nonpolluted hills and dales, 
viewing the wildlife by day 

and sampling the local wines 
at rustic inns by night. More 
info can be gotten from Wel- 
come Swiss, at 7 Avenue Benja- 
min Constant, 1003 Lausanne, 
Switzerland. Yodel-ay-hee-ho. 


POSITIONS 
AVAILABLE 
As you probably know, Kama 
was the god of love in ancient 
India and is worshiped by 
Tantric Hinduism, a 
mystical sect that stresses 
eroticism as a means of 
spiritual salvation. To en- 
sure that its naughty teach- 
ings are not lost to the ages, 
a New York firm, The Art of 
Kama, at P.O. Box 979, Hicks- 
ville 11802, is selling for $12.95 
each, postpaid, 70 9" x 3” 
panels that have been mold- 
ed from original woodcuts. 
Each depicts three an- 
cient lovemaking positions— 
that's 210 dirty deeds in all. 


RAISING ARMS 
It's the age of the bug and 
if you think you're being 
bitten by one, a company 
called Intelatex, at 1201 
Bethlehem Pike, Flourtown, 
Pennsylvania 19031, is mar- 
keting for $650, postpaid, 
a digital Wrist Watch Trans- 
mitter Detector that'tells 
time like any other watch— 
except for the unit's antenna, 
which slips up your sleeve, 
Upon entering a room, all you 
do is extend your arm in 
sweeping circles; if there's a 
transmitter present, the 
Detector will begin to blink. 
If there isn't, of course, 
people will think you're nuts. 


HOME-ICIDE 


Tired of being Mr. Nice Guy? Ten dollars sent 
to John E. Payne III (P.O. Box 594, Altadena, 
California 91001) will get you his delightful 


booklet Learn to Speculate in Foreclosure 


Properties. It’s a charming guide that tells bud- 
ding entrepreneurs how to pick up somebody 
else's home, sweet home for the back payments 
only. (Special tips: Don’t wear flashy clothes, 
drive an expensive car or lip off to the defaulter 


to be) Once you're the new owner, you 


might treat yourself to something groovy—like 


a false handle-bar mustache and a top hat. 


FOR RATCHET JAWS ONLY 
All you С.В. big wheelers who have stocked your 
machines with every conceivable audio gizmo, 
here's one more—a Kalimar C.B. Channel Ident 
that informs other drivers what channel (from 


1 to 40) you're operating on via big red 


numerals in your rear window. All for just 
$39.95, postpaid, from LB Distributors, Pier 26, 
San Francisco, California 94105. Breaker, 
breaker, good buddies. You got the Mad Dog 
here. How about it? Bring it back? Hello! Hello! 
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STRANGELOMES |...) poe- 170) 


"Kahn may be the most notorious Strangelove, but he is the 
least likely to sit behind the desk of official power." 


spies, planted in the U. S2). 
was at the University of 
a's Foreign Policy Research 
landing a string of succes- 
sive ambassadorships under Nixon-Ford. 
Strausz-Hupé has staked out a position 
the Strangelove spectrum that makes him 
the Von Clausewitz of his peers. A former 
lecturer at the U.S. Air Force Air War 
College, he has contributed articles and 
essays to such journals of fear and loath- 
ing as National: Review and to official 
reports of the House Un-American Activi- 
ties Committee. With the latter publisher, 
known to be concerned about matters 
of social order, Strausz-Hupé has evi- 
denced a keen Brzezinskilike sense of 
al irrelevants. But his bag is real- 
„ which he thinks about even while 
g his teeth. “The immense strides 
in weapons technology," he writes, “alone 
rule out the possibility that the major 
powers will forgo, i med clash with 
one another, the use of nuclear weapons 
d wage strictly ‘conventional’ war. . 


gu 
Strausz-Hu 
Pennsylva 
Institute befor 


The U.S. can ill afford to espouse such 
a doctrin ” StrauszHupé 
may actually believe that war will out: 
He insists that it is “not an isolated, ca- 
pricious phenomenon which flows the 
‘normal’ peaceful processes of his 
tory... iz Hupé is here transpar- 
ently jockeying for a position visà 


an Kissinger’s. Like Kissinger, however, 
Strausz-Hupé is full of doubts about our 
chances of winning the world handicap: 
On the world-war morning line, the 
West's entry is not even close to being 
the favorite; he wonders, depressingly, 
“whether Western civilization is sinking 
into its final twilight." (This sort of neg: 
ative, nihilistic thinking makes one won- 
der whether a latter-day HUAC investi. 
gation of Strausz-Hupé might not be in 
order.) 

The Austrian immigrant is clearly not 
a comer like Brzezinski, but he serves an 
important over-all function to his peers 
and that’s why they let him play in their 


“We hope this isn’t just another shipboard romance." 


sandbox: By positioning himself as an 
extreme voice in this chorus line of 
sycophants and accented quacks, he 
enhances the impression of altolike mod- 
eration among other Strangeloves whose 
positions unaccompanied by his basso 
might otherwise seem a collection of ran- 
dom low notes, He is important because 
he makes others se 

where he seems a bit off. 


DR. NEWSPEAK 


Herman Kahn may be the most noto- 
rious of the Strangeloves, but he is also 
the least likely to sit behind the desk of 
official power. To ordinary Strangeloves, 
this prospect would be terribly dismay- 
ing, but Kahn evidently is unperturbed. 
He is more the consigliere of the family, 
preferring the role of oracle, house the- 
oretici id master imponderable. No 
one knows if he is smarter than everyone 
else, but almost everyone concedes that, 
hands down, he is more difficult to under- 
stand; remember, in the company he 
keeps, that is no mean feat. One is re- 
minded of the ancient soothsayer who 
told his fellow villagers, pressing him for 
advice, to beware of the stranger who 
would come into town with or without 
one shoe. Kahn's futuristic predictions 
are reminiscent of such sagacity. 

Kahn is the godfather of nuclear new- 
speak. Such Sears catalogs of Strangelove 
options as On Thermonuclear War, 
Thinking About the Unthinkable and 
On Escalation: Metaphors and Scenarios 
perhaps may have done more to make 
the idea of nuclear warfare tolerable 
previously (and rightly) intolerant circles 
than Truman's decision to teach the un- 
suspecting residents of Hiroshima and 
Nagasaki a lesson the nese would 
never forget. Like Truman, Kahn is a 
teacher of such lessons. 

Kahn possesses advanced degrees from 
the California Institute of Technology 
and early in his career was gainfully em- 
ployed as a mathematician for Douglas 
Aircraft, Northrop Aviation and Boeing 
Aircraft. Out of this early background, 
and perhaps employing the elegantly 
illusive concepts of symbolic math, he 
pieced together a kind of intellect 
Esperanto: neither English nor any other 
language recognized by Berlitz but the 
ambiguously delt language of Strange- 
lovian logic (і.е., two plus two equals an 
arms race). Kahn was born in Bayonne, 
New Jersey, which 
foreign to America as is Samaden, but. 
with his metaphors and scenarios—a con- 
tribution that even Kissinger has been 
unable to emulate—might as well have 
been born in Greece. With his dazzling, 
incomprehensible verbal arsenal, Kahn 
could assume, as the occasion demanded, 
either a Strausz-Hupé step to the right or 
a Brzezinski feint to the left with only 
the most elegant substitution of verbal 


variables. In the constellations of Strange- 
loves, he is the Big Dipper. 
e 
It is a mistake to underestimate the 
subtlety of the Strangelove elite. The 
s but doves 


club includes not only haw 
as well. There is infinite flexibility. Per- 
haps Brzezinski himself captured the 
flexibility best when he once described 
himself as neither hawk nor dove but as 
a “dawk.” (This prestidigitation occurred 
on the occasion of his defense on nation- 
al television with McGeorge Bundy of 
7B. ]/s escalation in Vietnam.) Such deft 
sormulation by Brzezinski neatly illus 
trates the complex way in which Strange- 
loves manage to adopt positions just to 
make it appear theirs are different from 
everyone скс. Seeming doves can exist 
beside seeming hawks in a collegial г 
ner only because of their seeming differ- 
ence. Take these next three examples. 


DR. STATESMAN 


Dr. George Kistiakowsky, like Kissin- 
ger, isa Harvard professor who has spent 
a lot of time in Washington. Kisty, as his 
friends call him, was born in Kiev, of a 
Cossack family; he fought the Bolsheviki 
in the White Russian army. Kisty got his 
naturalization papers in 1933 and, in the 
New World, worked his way to the top of 
the scientific heap as onc of the country's 
first Presidential science advisors (under 
Eisenhower in the wake of Sputnik). In 
this capacity, he became renowned as a 
“statesman” of science, even after he left 
Government to return to Harvard. 

Kisty, however, comes to us with the 
sort of baggage from the past that must 
be opened for inspection. During World 
War Two, he was very active, indeed, 
with the military and was placed in 
charge of the sensitive Division В (ex- 
plosives) of the National Defense Re- 
search Committee. He sparkled in this 
assignment, coming up with a flourlike 
explosive that could be baked into bread 
and cookies. Used by Chinese guerrillas 
against Japanese occupiers, it was given 
the enchanting name Aunt Jemima. 

Dr. Kistiakowsky also had a strong 
hand, while an adyisor to the Defense 
Department, in the seminal decision of 
1954 to accelerate work on the develop- 
ment of the Intercontinental Ballistic 
Missile. This was one of the key deci- 
sions in the carly history of the nuclear- 
arms race. But Kisty, though cleverly 
identificd with sanc causes such as the 
popular opposition to the Southeast 
Asian war, is also identifiable as a good, 
if quict, soldier (he is one of the pre- 
eminent chemists of his generation) and 
is extremely well liked by his colleagues, 
perhaps because he makes them feel bet 
ter about what they do. Those who have 
made the otherwise intelligent argument 
that scientists ought to haye nothing to do 


Not every man 
can handle Metaxa: 


There's no easy way to describe the taste of Metaxa. 
Except to say that it's definitely not one of your kid-glove 
~ drinks. When you taste Metaxa, you 
^N know it. And you won't forget it. 
E Metaxa comes from Greece, where 
they understand such things. 
The Greeks drink Metaxa straight, 
by the fistful. Or sometimes 
r asa Stinger with a little 
more sting. 
Metaxa. Drunk by 
Gods and Warriors. And 
Men who can handle it. 


The 84 proof Greek Specialty Liqueur, 
@ Austin, Nichols & Co., Inc. N.Y. Sole Importers 


Get giant 35" x 22" full-color poster of “Metaxa Fistful"! Send $2 to Box 929-MX-PB, N.Y.C. 10005. 


237 


PLAYBOY 


with the military establishment have felt 
the lash of his wrath. “We won't reserve 
for long the generous public support,” 
he counters, getting immediately to the 
point, “that has been ours without ex- 
plicit service to the public.” But by pub- 
lic service, Kisty means nothing more 
than Government service. “If we, the sci- 
entific community, refuse to be involved,” 
he continues, research will be left to the 
“industrial corporations that are the 
servants, if not the stooges, of the Penta- 
gon.” In taking the position that the 
beginning of immorality is scientific dis- 
engagement. Kisty has gone a long way 
toward making Pentagon hucksterism as 
respectable as Kahn has tried to make 
nuclear war thinkable. In a fairly recent 
call to arms, the Harvard. professor ad- 
vocated “far greater social and political 
involvement of scientists than hereto- 
fore." While not making it entirely dear 
how that could be possible—at least for 
the already heavily engaged Strange- 
loves—kKisty's statement sugar-coated all 
the moral issues in this arrogance of 
power, succeeding in making what is 
nothing more than high-class intellectual 
hustling seem like a nonprofit act of pa- 
triotism. In this context, Kistiakowsky's 
opposition to the Vietnam war, even if 
deeply felt, somehow seems no more 
consequential than Brzezinski's member- 
ship in the NAACP. 


DR. CIVIL DEFENSE, 


Dr. Eugene Paul Wigner is a 1963 
Nobel Prize winner and has been a 
Princeton professor for as long as anyone 
can remember. Born in Budapest, he got 
his naturalization papers in 1937. Dur 
World War Two, like Kisty, Dr. Wigner 
distinguished himself in various assign- 
ments for the military. On and off be- 
tween 1952 and 1964, he was on call to 
the Atomic Energy Commission. Wigner 
is not as gung ho about war as cither 
Straus-Hupé or Iklé; almost alone 
among his Strangelove colleagues, he is 
obsessed by the need for civil defense, and 
herein lies the tale. 
On the face of it, there is nothing more 
wiong with a call for civil defense than 
for cookies or bread, up to the point 
where the product is examined closely. 
Remember Iklés doomsday machine— 
which would be designed to spare ci- 
у om the role of hostages by 
retargeting mi 
tary installations? Well, Wi 
defense program is an offspring of that 
thought in the proposition of ап exten- 
sive civil-defense program (including, yes, 
bomb shelters) costing no less than 35 bil- 
lion dollars (but with cost overruns, etc. 
Wigner does not advocate а firststrike 
(surprise-attack) posture; he does not con- 
test the franchise of either Strausz-Hupé 
or Iklé. But the program he has in mind, 
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staking out turf somewhere in the vicin- 
йу of Iklé-Si Hupé, is exactly the 
sort of thing that in the Russian mind 
makes a surprise attack feasible—a 
damage-reducing strategy. Wigner's seem- 
»gly innocent civildefense proposal, if 
adopted, is exactly the sort of element 
that a crisis situation could dick the 
mind of a triggerhappy enemy into 
Kahn's thinkable. 

"We do not wish to deny, of course," 
Wigner writes, "that it is even better if 
no nuclear explosion takes place.” But 
his call for a huge civil-defense program 
is an important element in the new 
doomsday machine, making him different 
from all the other Strangeloves—except, 
of course, that in Strangelovian logic, the 
more things appear to be different, the 
more they are really the same. 


DR. FAILSAFE 

Dr. Wolfgang Hermann Panofsky was 
born in Berlin and was naturalized in 
1912. Dr. Panofsky may be the brightest 
man in the world. He is 5/2" tall, weighs 
150 pounds, neither smokes nor drinks 


and is manifestly, painfully indifferent to 


clothes. Not that he's a nudist; just that 
his mind is on higher things. 

nofsky (Ph.D. from the California 
Institute of Technology in 1942) is the 
developer and director of the world- 
famous Stanford Linear Accelerator. The 
accelerator extends in a straight line for 
a distance of 10,000 feet from the foot- 
hills of the Santa Cruz Mountains toward 
the Stanford University campus and San 
Francisco Bay. It is a long vacuum pipe 
that is housed in a heavy concrete casing 
sunk 25 feet underground. It has no prac- 
tical use whatsoever, but this is part of 
Panofsky’s charm and what makes one 
almost reluctant to single him out in 
this line-up. 

Still, Panofsky is a key figure in the 
Strangelove business, because, being 
smarter than the rest, he has helped them 
all avoid potentially embarrassing, crush- 
ing boo-boos. And, as a Government con- 
sultant on and off since 1943, he has 
been inside enough to know where the 
mistakes are buried. For example, just 
bout all the Strangeloves supported the 
ABM—even the extensive Nixon ап 
ballistic-mi с system that was delimited 
by SALT I. Nixon-Kissinger sacrificed it 


“Now, remember, 
young man, just because we do 
alitile swapping with your folks doesn't give you 
any special privileges with our 


daughter. . . ! 


not only because of 
ile public opinion in the U.S. but 
also because it was too expensive and 
might not work. Perhaps the first person 
to demonstrate forcefully that it was an 
awful price to pay for the tiny protection 
we were getting was Panofsky. 

At a secret strategy meeting that in- 
cluded Pentagon brass, Swangelove con- 
sultants and assorted policy types, a 
graph that purported to show what vari- 
ous levels of ABM investment did by way 
of enemy-missile protection was Xeroxed 
and passed around. Everyone except 
Panofsky was very impressed by the quan- 
tification. Being smarter than the rest, 
Panofsky proceeded to demonstrate at 
the blackboard that this graph, even 
though prepared by the Pentagon, proved 
no such thing; that, on the contrary, it 


showed for sure why and how ABM was 
a big nothing f 


a lot of dough. (Panof- 
demonsuation had to do with linear 
increments of defense per billions of dol- 
Jars of expenditures) 

"Thus. Panofsky, who by the age of 
eight had beaten his father at chess and 
probably lost few games after that, was 
on this day more than a match for the 
Pentagon. Thereupon, as all in his audi- 
ence grasped that Wolfgang had done it 
a 1, that the ABM was a damned dumb 
investment and that Panofsky was smart- 
than the Defense Department, the 
brass in the room hurriedly confiscated 
each and cyery Xerox copy of the graph 
and, to everyones horror, stamped 
them CLASSIFIED, Ever since then, tl 
have not been the same between Panof- 
sky and the Pentagon; but among fellow 
Strangeloves, he is fondly remembered as 
the guy who kept everyone from geting 
too much egg on his face. In this w 
Panofsky is the Strangelove elites human 
fail-safe system. Whenever the others are 
about to go off the deep end, one of 
them usually stops to wonder what Pa- 
nolky thinks. He their best and 
brightest. 


б 

This rogues’ gallery is necessarily just 
а sketch, Wohlstetrer, Possony, Niemey- 
er, Teller, to drop a few names, are not 
here, as they would have to be in any 
complete Who's Who of the Swangelove 
elite. Still, we have shown that America 
is truly a great country; Kubrick's tele- 
scopic vision of a one-of-a-kind disaster 
has become virtually an intellectual and 
policy wend. From Brzezinski to Aunt 
Jemima, we are some kind of pluralisti 
Society, and some kind of enter 
one. We see a new casting call 
near future, as the struggle for power 
and influence in the Carter era continues. 
The Strangelove players will strut their 
stuff on the political stage, maybe even 
exchanging a line or a position, as neces- 
sary, in one of the greatest shows on carth. 
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The recording tape in a cassette is 
only an eighth of an inch wide. 

Crammed into that eighth of 
an inch may be as many as 64. 
tracks mixed down to two. A 
hundred musicians. Count- 
less overdubbings. Not to | 
mention the entire audible 
frequency range. 

y cassette deck can 
reproduce part of what's 
been put down on that eighth 
of an inch. 

But the Pioneer 9191 was designed to 
reproduce all of it. Superlatively. Without dropouts, 
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flutter. 

Take our tape transport system, for example. 

Since the tape ina cassette moves at only 1-7/8 
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tion in tape speed will make a major variation in 
sound. 

Toguard against this, where most cassette 
decks give you one motor, the 9191 comes with 


two. The first is used only for fast 
forward and rewind, so the 
second can be designed to 
maintaina constant speed for 

play and record. 

Ofcourse, having a great 
tape transport system 
means nothing if you don't 
have great electronics to 

back it up. 
We do. 

The 9191 comes with an 
advanced three stage direct 
coupled amplifier that extends high 
frequency response and minimizes distortion. 

Our Dolby system can reduce tape hiss by as 
much as 10 decibels in high frequencies. 

And our peak limiter lets you cram as much as 
possible onto a cassette without distortion. 

There's also a memory for going back toa 
favorite spot on the tape automatically. Separate 
bias and equalization switches for getting the most 
out of different brands of tape. And electronic 
solenoid controls that let you go from play to 

rewind, or from rewind to 

fast forward, without hitting 
the stop button, and without 
jamming the tape. 

Go slip a cassette into a 
Pioneer 9191 at your local 
Pioneer dealer. 

You'll find it hard to believe 
sucha little thing couldcome 
out sounding so big. 
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89 long, old buddy 


(continued from page 116) 


“How could he possibly ‘see’ him now, when he could no 
longer even remember what he looked like?” 


could remember was Dute saying, “Come 
on, let’s jack off.” 

He withdrew from the room. He didn't 
look into Jane's room. He remembered 
it as being exactly like his, and seeing 
his had been bad enough. He didn't 
look into the front room, either. The 
room of mystery. ОЁ strange creakings 
and gaspings in the night. Once, Dute 
had said, "Come on, lets take а peck 
and find out what's going on," but he 
had demurred. He hadn't wanted to see, 
and it would have been too dark, anyway. 

He went back downstairs. Standing i 
the living room, he gazed again at the 
strips of brown wallpaper hanging from 
the walls and ceiling, at the paneless 
windows, at the debris-littered floor. In 
his mind, he pictured the house as he 
had seen it when he pulled into the 
isualized its crumbling chimney, 
its sagging front porch, its bare, weather- 
beaten clapboards, its wormholed cor- 
nices its aura of decay. Well built it 
may have been, but it was too far gone 
now to justify remodeling; and, as it 
stood, it was a detriment to the rest of 
the property. The barn, in its collapsed 
state, was an eyesore, too; but it blended 

п somehow with the fields and the trees, 
while the house stood out like a sore 
thumb, The mere sight of it would drive 
potential buyers away. Perhaps he should 
put a torch to it and save himself the 
expense of having it razed. But he knew 
he wouldn't. True, it wasn't insured; but 
burning it would still be unethical. 

Besides, there was Dute to think of. 
Dute locked in the fruit closet, with no 
way to escape the flames —— 

The unexpected derailment of his 
logical train of thought staggered Sharpe. 
Dute! Why, Dute was nothing but a fig- 
ment. A remembered figment. And the 
fruit closet, if he remembered right, con- 
tained nothing at all except shelves and 
a few broken jars. 

Recovering his senses, he walked 
across the room, unlocked and opened 
the front door and stood in the doorway, 
looking out into the front yard. Grand- 
father Sharpe had planted two apple 
trees there long, long ago, and the 
ground was covered with rotten apples. 
McIntoshes. The trees, unpruned for 
decades, were thick with suckers and 
some of the limbs had rotted through 
and were ready to fall. All Sharpe could 
smell was apples—those rotting on the 
ground and those still stubbornly ding- 
ing to the branches. The house faced 
east and its gray shadow lay across the 
brown grass. The sun, which had been 


low in the west when he drove down 
into the valley, was setting. Soon the 
ebon queen night would descend from 
the hills and the old ghost of the house 
would vanish beneath her vast black 
skirts. 

He should be on his way back to the 
city. 

His wife, Stasia, would ask, when he 
came in the door, "Well, did the old goat 
leave you anything worth driving all that 
way to see?" 

And he would answer, “He was a kind 
old man. He had his eccentricities, and 
maybe the farm was one of them, It 
meant a great deal to him. He was born 
there. I hate to sell it.” 

“If you ask me, you hate to sell any- 
thing. Which is probably why you so 
seldom do. Always honest, always above- 
board, always the soul of integrity. You 
have to con people into buying, not sit 
back and let them make up their own 
minds the way you do.” 

"I don't like robbing Peter to pay 
Paul. Not even if I happen to be Paul" 

You're not with it—something's miss- 
ing from your make-up. Peter, indeed! 
Nobody cares about Peter anymore." 

"No, I guess they don’t,” he would 
and then he would walk past her 
to his little office off the living room 
and pour himself a whiskey and soda, 


E 


light a cigar and sit there quietly till 
dinner. 
D 

The gray shadow of the house had 
darkened and now extended all the way 
to the road, and he realized that he had 
been standing in the doorway for a long 
time. Loitering there; postponing, for as 
long as he could, poing down into the 
cellar to check on Dute. 

Yes. He had to open the fruit-closet 
door and look inside. If he didn't, he. 
knew he'd lie awake all night. 

But what good would looking do? 
How could he tell whether Dute was 
still there or not? When they were play- 
mates, he had undoubtedly "seen" him; 
but how could he possibly "see" him 
now, when he could no longer even re- 
member what he looked like? 

Imust be insane, he thought. 

A car passed on the road and he 
stared unsceingly at its fiery-red taillights 
till they diminished from view; then, 
woodenly, he descended the porch steps, 
crossed the unkempt yard to the drive 
and got a flashlight out of the glove com- 
partment of his car. In that brief span 
of time. the skirts of night billowed out 
over the valley and he had to use the 
flashlight to light his way back to the 
house. 

A pervasive clamminess accompanied 
the dark. He shivered, turned up the col- 
lar of his coat. 

Shining the light before him, he ad- 
vanced through the living room and the 
dining room and into the kitchen. An- 
grily, he raised the trap door leading to 
the cellar. Damn Оше! The flashlight's 
beam revealed a remembered rickety 
flight of steps. The dank miasma that 


“Why, Grandmother! What a big clientele you have!” 
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“You are now united in holy wedlock, and thank you, no, 
I will not be able to join you tonight.” 


had greeted him before almost over- 
whelmed him. Suddenly, a scuttering of 
tiny claws came from below and his eyes 
caught a brief blur of movement along 
the periphery of the light. He shuddered. 
He had always been terrified of rats. 

Dute had been, too. 

He forced himself to start down. He 
almost screamed when the second step 
sagged beneath him and he nearly 
dropped the flashlight. But the step held 
and he cautiously tried the one below. 
And the one below that. He could feel 
the wood's soft rottenness through the 
soles of his shoes, but somehow the steps 
managed to sustain his weight. 

The cellar was not nearly so deep as 
it had seemed once. He could barely 
stand upright beneath the cobweb-fes- 
tooned joists. The fruit closet was litde 
more than a cubbyhole; his father had 
partitioned it off when they had first 
moved in, His mother, in those days, had 
done a great deal of canning. Then she 
had become ill and had given it up. 
She used to put up pickles, too—dills— 
and presently the beam of Sharpe's flash- 
light illumined the old crock she had 
used for soaking them. It was broken 
into three pieces and lay in the corner 
formed by the juncture of the fruit-closet 
partition and one of the cellar walls. 

He moved the light to the left till it 
illuminated the base of the door, raised 


it till it bathed the short length of gas 
pipe he had fixed in place by means of 
two bent-over spikes. The “lock.” 

Some lock! 

Nevertheless, the fact that it was still 
in place proved Dute hadn't broken out 
of his cell. 

Perhaps, though, he'd found another 
avenue of escape. Maybe he'd managed 
to squeeze through a crevice in the 
foundation. 

Impossible. The house was old, but its 
foundation was as solid as the day it 
was put in. 

No, Dute was still in the closet. Dirty 
Dute, who drowned cats and mastur- 
bated and stole corn. 

Sharpe knew that his thinking had got 
out of hand. But he couldn't help him- 
selí. And he knew that he had to open 
the fruit-closet door and look inside; that 
if he didn’t, Dute would haunt him for 
the rest of his life. 

Holding the flashlight in his left hand. 
he worked the length of pipe up and 
down with his right till the rusted spikes 
gave sufficiently for him to slide the pipe 
free. It slipped from his fingers and fell 
to the floor, riving the silence with a 
hollow ring. He kicked it aside and 
opened the door. 

The flashlight’s beam showed empty 
shelves, myriad cobwebs, a floor grown 


green with mold, Presently, it fell upon a 
small dark object lying at the base of the 
far wall. Repressing a gasp, he stepped 
inside for a closer look. He laughed 
aloud when the object turned out to be 
a length of rotted two-by-four. It was his 
last laugh. An instant later, the door 
slammed shut behind him and he heard 
the length of pipe being shoved back 
into place. 
. 

Sharpe ascended the cellar stairs in the 
wake of the flashlights beam, closed 
the trap door and made his way through 
the dining room and the living room 
and out onto the front porch. He waded 
through the overgrown grass to his car, 
rejoicing in the rotten-apple smell. He'd 
filled the gas tank just before leaving 
the city, which meanr it should be at 
least two thirds full now, but he checked 
the gauge to make sure. He found a 
rusted milk can just inside the awry 
doorway of the collapsed barn, brought 
it back, raised the hood of the car and 
detached the windshield-wash hose. He 
slammed the hood shut; then, kneeling 
behind the car, he removed the gas cap 
and inserted one end of the hose into 
the tank. He put the other end in his 
mouth, sucked, spat, plunged it into the 
milk can. When the can was almost full, 
he removed the hose, rolled it up and 
slipped it into his coat pocket. He re- 
placed the gas cap. A second glance at 
the gauge revealed that more than 
enough fuel remained to get him back to 
the city. Carrying the milk can in one 
hand and shining the flashlight ahead of 
him with the other, he made his way 
back across the yard and re-entered the 
house. He began in the kitchen, sloshing 
gasoline all over the floor, being careful 
not to spill any on his shoes or trousers. 
Backing through the dining room and 
the living room, he repeated the process. 
He saved enough to run a narrow trail 
across the front porch and down the 
steps and a dozen feet into the yard. 
Then he threw the empty can through 
the doorway, moved back several paces, 
got a folder of matches out of his coat 
pocket, struck one and tossed it onto the 
“fuse.” A fence of flame sprang out of 
the ground, flashed up the steps, across 
the porch and into the house. The entire 
downstairs seemed to ignite at once. 
Gouts of flame erupted from the down- 
stairs windows, belched through the 
front door. The stairway leading to the 
second story provided an ideal draft: 
Soon smoke began roiling from the pane- 
less windows of the front room. Sharpe 
grinned, backing through the brown 
grass to his car, not once taking his eyes 
from the holocaust. He got behind the 
wheel and started the motor. 

He grinned again. Evilly. "So long, 
old buddy,” he called as he backed out of 
the drive. “It’s my turn now.” 
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"Isuppose we'll just have to put up with her; 
after all, she is the chaperone.” 


ILIE THE TERRIBLE 


(continued from page 168) 


“Nastase punched his first 
opponent on a tennis court 
when he was just 14.” 


reading the papers tomorrow and think- 
ing that Nastase is bad bo in, That 
is the problem. People know me only 
from the court or what they read or 
hear. But they do not know this lincs- 
man who is screwing me all day, upset- 
ting me.” 
Nastase picked up one of his rackets 
and began whipping it through the а 
“Is all right, though,” he grinned. “Is 
ountry. Let people think what they 


fr 
wi 


A fellow player, Fred McNair, once 
said, "You just have to make allowances 
for him, like you would for an Einstein. 
The man is a genius, and there have to 
be allowances for that. 

Nastase punched his first opponent on 
a court when he was 1 his victim маз 
the son of his tennis coach. He was sus- 
pended for the first time when he was 
17. Since 1970 alone, he calculates that 
he has been fined almost $60,000. In the 
past two years, Nastase has been default- 
ed from big tournaments in England, 
Italy, Palm Springs. California, and in 
Washington against Richey. In 1975, he 
was fined record $6000 for tanki 
tennisese for not trying—the last two sets 
of the Canadian Open final against Man- 
uel Orantes after being angered by 
surprisel—a line call in a бте tie А 
er. Wild Turkey Lore: 
inis magazine called for him to be 
banned from the game for а усаг, 2 - : 3 

КАЙЕКЕ ГЕ e ten In 1776 Benjamin Franklin 
ble burlesque and slapstick on a ten: 


court, One time, in a match in California, proposed that the Wild 


the umpire announced, "New balls," as 


he must when a new сап is sent into Turkey be adopted as the 


play; Nastase grinned the impish grin 


and started to pull down his tennis shorts. symbol of our country. 


Back when he and Jimmy Connors played 


doubles together—one writer dubbed The eagle was chosen 


them the Vulgarity Twins. Nastase 


For color reproduction cf Wild Turkey painting by Ken Davies, 19" by 217 send S2 to Box 929-PB, Wall St. Sta., NY. 10005 


jumped on top of Connors whenever 1 d 
ological jokes, with a tennis ball falling Th ild Jp 
sidered out of bounds by the two. 


NUR d eae ERE later went on to 
disple ure, he will put his racket be- 


RUBIO EC ad lam become the symbol of 


Or he will quit trying. as he did against 


, 
Orantes in Canada; or make his own per- our country s finest 
sonal obscene gesture to the crowd (it 
looks like the Texas "hook ‘em horns" Bourbon. 
sign and he calls it the Romanian peace 
sign. In Europe, it is thc sign of a 
cuckold.). 


WILD TURKEY/101 PROOF/8 YEARS OLD. 


Nasty—even he uses this nickname for PASCUIS то 
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himself—has shown up for matches in 
drag, in а bowler, in blackface (playing 
doubles with Arthur Ashe) and carrying 
a glass of champagne. He once had a 
racket strung with an upraised middle 
finger prominently spray painted on the 
gut 

“And no matter how bad he is," said 
Pohmann after their match, "people will 


come out the next week to see him and 

to laugh at him. Is unbelievable.” 
"Somebody has to be the bad boy, so 

I am the bad boy,” Nastase has said. “Му 


temper is how I get loose. Other people, 
they hold it in and get ulcers. 

“Do they want me to be like Arthur 
Ashe? I couldn't be. Why are people 
wanting me to be like someone else? It 
would be boring for the game. You want 
to eat steak every day? Is the same thing, 
is boring. Is no fun. Steak, steak, steak 


all the time is boring.” 
Й 


ase can be a kid, too. In late Sep- 
ber of last year, he was in Los Ange- 
les when he decided he wanted to see the 
Mi-Norton fight at Yankee 5 
was in the middle of a busy 
schedule at the time and would soon be 
fying to South America. But he had 
never met Ali, his boxing soul mate. He 
Пай never seen him fight in person. He 
ade up his mind to go to New York. 
Connors obtained tickets from some 
sports: department friends at CBS. So Nas- 
; Dominique, Connors and Connors 
girlfriend, Marjie Wallace, the former 
Miss World, flew across the country to see 
the fight. 
Once there, Nastase was like a tcen- 
ze groupie backstagé at a rock concert. 
He pointed out celebrities to Connors. 
He gaped at the wild Superfly outfits up 
from Harlem. But mostly he waited for 
his first glimpse of Ali, checking his watch 
every few minutes while waiting for the 
10:30 р.м. bell. 
When the crowd 


noise rose as Ali 
finally entered the stadium from one of 
the baseball dugouts, Nastase jumped up 
onto his chair in the middle of the $200 
ringside seats and craned his neck until 
he spotted the champ. 

He grabbed Connors and pulled him 
up, too. 

“He is coming!” N shouted. "I 
can see him!" His day was complete. 

. 

The 1975 Volvo tour 

Hampshire. Na 


ament in New 
е and Connors are 
sharing a condominium for the weck. 
The night before they play semifinal 
matches, they decide to cat in. Connors 
invites Sports Illustrated. photographer: 
Tony Triolo over for dinner. He is an 
old friend. 

It is a fun night for all. There are 
mes and clowning, some playful wres- 
p. There is wine and plenty of 


249 laughter. 


"The next day, Nastase plays Ken Rose- 
wall in the first semifinal match. Triolo 
is at courtside, preparing to take pictures 
of the match. Nastase and Rosewall play 
the first game of the match and switch 
sides of the court. Rosewall sits do 
Nastase comes charging in the direct 
of Triolo. 

“No pictures today!" he screams, wav- 
ing a racket at Triolo. “Do not be both. 
cing me with that camera, son of a 
bitch.” 

Triolo has not taken a picture yet, not 
lifted a camera. He looks behind him, 
sure that Nastase is yelling at another 
photographer. There is no on 

“Yes, 1 am talking to you! 
yells, pointing his racket at Triolo. 
goddamned pictures when I am trying to 
He stalks off to continue the 


n 


Triolo stands there, bewildered. 
P 

On his first prolonged trip to the 
United States, N. is at a New York 
wavel agency ordering a book of plane 
tickets for the entire winter indoor circuit. 
The process is complicated and № 
tase’s meager English does not help. He 
is with Bill Riordan, the renegade tennis 
impresario who was representing him at 
the time, and both are rushing off to the 
port. By the time all the tickets are 
has been working 
an hour. Nast: tells Riordan to 
t—he walks out onto Fifth Avenue. 
Ten minutes later, he is back, with a Бох 
of candy for the girl. 

"Amazing" Riordan says. 
isn't leaving that night, the bı 
with him for sure.” 

. 

After a match against На 
in Maryland Jast year, ? 
heard making this remark: “I came here 
to play one Jew. They [the crowd] think 
I am bad and I end up playing twenty 
thousand. 

During a televised match in Hawa 
tase is dearly heard calling his op- 
ponent, Ashe, a “bloody nigger.” 

. 


ready, the agency gi 
for 


“TL 


‘old Solomon 


ase was over- 


Nastase is relax 
room at Forest Hills. 

Relaxation on this day is а raucous 
backgammon game with’ Russian р 
Alex Metreveli. Backgammon is an addic- 


ng in the players’ 


tion with most touring tennis players— 
none travels without a trusty portable 
board—and Nastase atacis а crowd 


whenever he plays. It is the same way 
on a tennis court. Ashe once said, “Na 
one of the few guys whose match 
€ a point of watching if I 
Nastase is demonstrative 
gammon as he is on the court. His emo- 
tions are never very far from the s 
you can always see them coming, 
arkens and flushes when he be- 


comes ex 


ited. The heavy be 
ways seems to be in need of a razor 
nd the perpetually tousled hair only 
scem to broaden his catalog of 
His glower seems more ominous 
but then the smile looks even bigger 
than it should. Everyone smiles with 
N e. 

There are a lot of smiles against Metre- 
veli, a dour fellow who is the perfect 
straight man for jokester Nastase, who 
talks constantly during the 
criticizes 7 
the Russian of cheating six or seven 
times—"Is O n, just tell me and 
The bigger the crowd 
surrounding the table, the more expres- 
sive Nastase becomes, roaring with every 


successful dice roll of his own, playing 


toh 


dience. The good Ilic. 
ight thousand dollar you owe me 
Russian,” Nastase s; when the 
game ends. “I accept personal check 

Although Romanian Nastase comes 
from a Communist country, there is a 
striking contrast when he is with players 
from other Communist countries, people 
like the Russian. Metreveli or Czechoslo- 
vakia's Jan Kodes. Nastase dresses better, 
has more persona nd style, is 
simply a more attractive person. He has 
made it as a capitalist. 

“Iie has always had class, inbred class," 
says ex-manager Riordan, who also once 
managed Connors. "He was born and 
brought up in eastern Europe, but he has 
that Latin temper that makes you sick 
sometimes on the court. But he's alw 


Is 
now, 


Riordan brought Nastase to the Uni 
States in 1967 to play the winte: 
indoor circuit that runs. By 
1972, Nastase was already being called 
the best player in the world, but he was 
one of the few players not on Lamar 
Hunts World Championship 
circuit. The reason? Hunt's circuit ran 
in opposition to Riordan’s. Hunt's м: 
also more lucrative. 

Nast tennis,” Riordan 
recalls. * down and out at Wimble- 
don that year, Nastase came up to me 
nd said, "Do not worry, Becl. I remem- 
ber what you did for me and I will play 
for you.” 

At 30, № made $1,000,000 
playing professional tennis. His yearly 
income, when prize money is added to 
endorsements, is more than $400,000. He 
owns a threestory home in Bucharest, 
where his parents live, a flat in Brussels 
(his wife's home town) and a farm in B; 
zoche, France, 100 miles outside Paris, 
He owns a Bentley. 

Nastase buys his suits in Paris; much 
of his wardrobe is handmade for him in 
Traly and Spain, Last year, he was named 
the Best Dressed Man in Tennis by 
Sport magazine. Last fall, he appeared 


Tennis 
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know it's like any really good cigarette. 

Only more. 

More is longer. And it burns slower. 
So, you get more time to enjoy those 
extra pulfs of smooth, mild taste. 

If you haven't tried More, what are 
you waiting for? It's got everything 
you've always wanted in a cigarette. 

Only more. 
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on the Dick Van Dyke variety show on 
NBC, giving “funny tennis lessons” to 
Van Dyke on such subjects as how to 
break a racket properly. 

But 1 have worked hard.” he says. 
have worked hard for all of this. You 
know, is funny. Every time I am fined, 
even wl the six thousand. dollars 
for Canada, people laugh and say, ‘Is OK 
for Nastase to pay, is easy.’ But this is my 
money 1 am paying, nobody else's. No- 
body else has been hitting the tennis 
balls for me all these year: 

“Nastase does not work so hard now,” 
says Ti h, "but when 
he was young, he worked like a crazy 
man. If in those days I would leave him 
at the court at two o'dock and tell him 
to be hitting serves until I came back at 
four, when I came back, that dumb son 
of a bitch would still be hitting serves. I 
stis worked like crazy in 


iac, the former coa 


Even with the blowups on the court— 
"Sometimes he is like a child," says Domi- 
niquce—and the suspensions, Nastase nev- 
er really forgets that it is tennis that got 
him out of Romania and made hi 
He still plays a full schedule of tourna 
ments, in addition to playing World 
Team Tennis in 1975. And cach time he 
begins to suspect that he is slipping or 
getting old, or that his genius is not being 
appreciated by the public, he pulls his 
game together and wins a tournament 
such as the Commercial Union Masters. 


n rich. 


The Masters is ап cightman tourna- 
ment held in December each year, sup- 
posedly to determine the world's top 
player over the previous 12 months. Nas- 
tase has won it four of the past six ycai 

Tt is never easy for him, since 
Masters seems to find the good I 
the bad Ше squared off ар; 
ег. In December 1975, he was defaulted 
from one match with Ashe before win- 
ning the round-robin event. In Decemb: 
1973, in Boston, he stopped trying in a 
fustround match against Tom Gorman 
after a spectator called him a bum. Gor- 
man won the Because of the 
mathematics of this special tournament, 
Nastase had to win each of his remaining 
matches by as big a margin in games as 
possible to stay in the competition. Then 
he had to root for the Czech Kodes to 
beat Gorman in the last preliminary 
match, so that he would make the semi- 
finals. 

During the Kodes-Gorman match, Nas- 
tase sat high in the stands at Boston’s 
Hynes Auditorium, сре 
coat over his tennis clothes, loudly root- 
ing for Kodes. 

“C'mon, Russian," he would shout, us- 
ing a nickname that a Czech considers 
pure insult. “Beat him for me, Russian.” 

Gorman and Kodes kept looking up : 
him. Nastase kept cheering for the “Rus- 
sian.” When Kodes finally won, Nastas 
jumped out of his seat and began ap- 
plauding. 


ive top 


“If you must know, it's called ‘Joy of Divorce.’ ” 


Kodes was having a press conference 
when Nastase came busting through the 
door. “You eat and drink good tonight. 
Russian,” Nastase said, turning the imp- 
ish grin on Kodes. 

“Nastase, D am talking to reporters, 
Kodes s 

“Is Nastase said. “You 
want champagne, Russian? Tonight you 
drink champagne. You want lobster, may- 


no matter,” 


7-5, 4-6, 


nament, ehm Okker 6-8, 
6-3. 


. 
tase tried not to talk to the press 
at Wimbledon last year. He also tried 
going straight on the court for the frst 
time. No cursing. No complaining about 


ine calls He was not the bad Ше. 
Meetch and Constantine and Dominique 
formed a protective circle. Nastase just 


concentrated. on winning his first Wim- 
bledon. 

When each match was over, he got into 
a courtesy car with his people and re- 
turned to his London hotel. Most of his 
free time was spent walking with Domi- 
nique in Hyde Park. They even jogged 
together. Dominique bought a Frisbee 
nd they threw it together. Hie invented 
game in which they jumped up and 
grabbed leaves off trees. The good Il 
again 

One day, as Nastase was wa 
car, Г caught up with h 


Coi 
seekers. Domir 
to the hotel. 

I asked Nastase why he had changed 
his ways. 

"E must try it the other way just this 
once" he said. his dark face unusually 
serious. "All the years, people have siid 
that I should try good. Maybe this is my 
last chance to win Wimbledon. So I try 
it the other way.” 
“Is it hard for 
aside?” 

“Is hardest thing I have tried,” 
"Then he grinned and left. 

Two days later, on good behavior to 
the end, Nastase lost the Wimbledon fina 
to Björn Borg 6-4, 6-2, 9-7. Keeping his 
promise that he would talk to reporte 
when 1 lose," nd headed 
for the interview room. 1 saw him just 
before he walked in. 

"OK, is over," he smiled. 
other way. From now on, I go back to 
being bad." 

He sat down before a microphoi 

Are you disappointed?" someone 
asked 

“Oh, good," replied Nas 
right off with stupid question. . ..” 


you, keeping it all 


he said. 


he showered 


“I tried it 
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The New Mazda RX-3$P. 


(Please dont tell your mother youre going to buy one) 


Once you somehow manage 
to take your eyes off the car, it’s 
adrenalin time behind the wheel. 

The acceleration is rotary- 
engine quick. The handling is 
precise and responsive. The 
stops are provided by power- 
assisted front disc brakes. 

Other RX-3SP credentials 
include a 5-speed stick shift. 
Torsion bar stabilizer. A back- 
ground of over 100 racing 
victories in international 
competition. And a 
price a mother could 
love— $4240* (or 
$3895* minus the 
special appearance 

package shown here.) 


And now, the world's most 
remarkable engine is backed by 
the world’s longest engine 
warranty. 

Mazda warrants the basic 
engine block and its internal 


parts will be free of defects 
with normal use and prescribed 
maintenance for five years or 
75,000 miles, whichever comes 
first, or Mazda will fix it free. 
This transferable, limited war- 
ranty is free on all new rotary- 
engine Mazdas sold and serviced 
inthe United States and Canada. 


*Based on California and Texas POE 
prices including dealer prep. Slightly 

higher for other Ports of Entry. 
Freight, taxes, license and optional 

equipment are extra. Automatic 

transmission not available in 

EPA high altitude counties. 
Mazdas’ rotary engine licensed 
by NSU-WANKEL. 


252 


WH 


EELS 


WHAT HAS FOUR DOORS AND FLIES? 


ou've got a fast car, right? Zero to 60 
in a wink, tires smoking all the way? 
Top speed well over 100 miles an hour? 
Sure. That's a fast car. Not too fast, 
mind you, but fast enough to win a few in- 
formal encounters at stop lights. However, 
you'd best keep a sharp lookout in your rear- 
view mirror for a boxy four-door sedan with 
a squarish radiator grille topped by a three-pointed star. 

Should you spot one of those monsters barreling up be- 
hind you, do yourself a favor. Move your fast car over and 
let it pass. That machine bearing down on you is doubt- 
lessly the fastest, meanest, most imposing four-door ever 
built. As it bustles past—perhaps running as quickly as 140 
mph—try to snatch a glimpse of its trunk lid. Should the 
numerals 6.9 appear in the right-hand corner, feel honored. 
You've been blown off by the best big passenger car 
ever built. 

The Mercedes-Benz 450SEL 6.9—to use its full name—is 
an extraordinary automobile in every sense. It is the fastest 
production sedan in the world and, with the exception 
of the Rolls-Royce, the most expensive full-size sedan 


available—at well over $40,000. At first glance, 
the 6.9 will look exactly like every other Mer- 
cedes when it flies past you. It uses the same 
body shell as the regular 450SEL, but the simi- 
larity is only skin-deep. For openers, its engine 
is immense: 6.9 liters, or 418 cubic inches. This 
overhead-camshaft, fuel-injected power plant 
will develop about 250 horsepower, which is 
staggering since the best big-displacement American engines 
in this day of emission controls seldom top 180 hp. 

And then there is the awesome suspension. Shucking 
the conventional springs and shock absorbers, the Stuttgart 
technical types created a complicated hydropneumatic 
suspension system that maintains the car in perfect equi- 
librium, regardless of load, cornering attitude or speed. 
While fiendishly expensive, the system is by far the most 
advanced used on any production automobile. 

The 6.9 should be arriving in America just about now. 
It is nothing to be alarmed about, but you might maintain 
a little restraint when trying to race Mercedes-Benz sedans 
until you get a look at the numbers on the back deck. After 
all, forewarned is forearmed. BROCK YATES 


Box Populi 


Open the lid of this Box and you'll be in for some wild driving 
thrills. A completely assembled Porsche-powered Box (yes, it’s 
called the Box), with four-wheel drive and an amphibious- 
drive package, goes for $14,500. If that puts the lid on your 
dreams of owning one, kits are available from the manu- 
facturer, Monocoque Engineering, Costa Mesa, California. 
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HABITAT. 


POOL CUE 


Below: Welcome to the subterranean 
world of a Maderna Pool, a 13’ x 397 modu- 
lar structure that’s virtually maintenance 
free. Right: A whirlpool bath is neatly 
tucked into one corner of the room. 
lounging area. Nifty! 


Left: Maderna’: 


he old swimming hole has gone underground, and 

even Tom Sawyer and Huckleberry Finn wouldn't 

complain. Its modern counterpart is the self- 

contained subterranean swimming/lounging cham- 
ber pictured above called the Maderna Pool after its 
Austrian designer, Alfons Maderna. And now that similar 
versions have proved immensely successful on the Conti- 
nent, a Baltimore company, Maderna America Corporation, 
has been given the exclusive U.S. rights to manufacture 
and market the pool over here. 

Maderna Pools are designed to be sunk in the ground 
directly adjacent to any home or hideaway that has some 
Open space alongside. The entire unit is comprised of pre- 
fabricated polyester, polyurethane, gunite and steel modu- 
lar sections that can be assembled to various configurations. 
(The most popular size is 13’x 39’, shown above.) Once 
inside (access is usually via a door from your basement), 
you've entered a relaxing cavern of reds, yellows and 
oranges; a trio of skylights in the domed ceiling—which is 
nine and a half feet above the deck—lets the sunshine in 
and, after dark, there are ceiling and underwater lights that 
can be flicked on. Beside the pool, which is almost six feet 


deep, there's a lounging area, plus a built-in whirlpool bath 

The principle of this buried little treasure is not unlike 
that of a giant Thermos bottle—with mother earth acting 
as a natural insulator. Thus, temperatures inside the unit 
remain almost constant (yes, there's heating, just in case), 
which means you'll use about one third less energy to 
warm it. 

Sound too good to be true? Well, also consider that 
Maderna Pools, which, incidentally, are both acid- and rot- 
proof, are strong enough to support a driveway on the 
ground above. And the president of Maderna America, 
Gernot Hucek, is quick to point out that a Maderna Pool 
is more than just an underground skinny-dip tank, “It’s a 
private, completely ventilated health, leisure and enter- 
tainment center that, because of its unusual domed contour 
and subtle blending of colors, promotes total relaxation.” 
Company presidents always talk like that. 

And now the price: A 13'x39' Maderna Pool can be 
ready to go two weeks from beginning of excavation for 
about $35,000 (plus shipping). And that price includes in- 
stallation and heating. So make like a mole, man; we can't 
think of a more enjoyable way to go underground. 
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TRAVEL 


SI-TROP ON THE CHEAP 


ometime around the turn of the century, a French 

travel writer whined that St-Tropez had been dis- 

covered as a tourist retreat. He can thank his lucky 

St. Emilion that he wasn't around for Brigitte Bardot's 
invasion during the Fifties and its subsequent fallout. It's 
now the undisputed playground of the jet-set gentry. It was 
there, you may recall, that James Coburn arranged his 
elaborate scavenger hunt in The Last of Sheila. The place 
has a deserved reputation: It's effortlessly beautiful. Trouble 
is, it's also desperately chic. 

When the season is in full swing (during July and 
August), the harbor is clogged with yachts unloading face- 
lifted former beauties, their insouciant, pouty-lipped 
daughters and Rolls-Royce Camargues. No matter; the 
monde may be haut, but you don’t need a fistful of francs 
to savor the sun, the beach and the acres of beautiful 
women who dress and undress on the beach the way 
Arnold Schwarzenegger 
pumps iron. St.-Trop 
pampers. One goes there 
to grow delicate with 
satieties and, let's face 
it, to name-drop one's 
vacation spot afterward. 


GETTING THERE 


St.-Trop is not easy to 
get to. Intentionally so. 
Let Cannes, Juan-les-Pins 
and Nice fill up with 
tourists, natives reason. 
You can take the Train 
Bleu from Paris ($200 
for two, in a comfy 
sleeping room) to St. 
Raphael or fly into Nice 
($172 for two from Par- 
is. It should 
be noted that 
Air France, 
God bless it, 
serves as much 
Laurent Perrier 
champagne as 
you can drink 
on this run. 
Either way, 
getting into 
St.-Trop itself 
is difficult. If 


NS 


you want to brave the coast road, rent a car. If not, bus 
it. In any case, once you're in St.-Trop, a car or a motor- 
cycle is essential. And if you go to Avis, be advised that the 
gentleman there may not exhibit any vital signs, even 
though you're holding a confirmed reservation. 


STAYING THERE 


When Alain Delon, the Jaggers and Roman Polanski 
vacation in St.-Trop, they usually stay at the Hótel Byblos. 
They can afford to. Byblos’ spill-over goes to the Résidence 
de la Pinéde: It, too, is expensive. But a two-minute walk 
down from the Tahiti Beach (where toplessness started) is 
La Figuiére, a fig farm with 29 rooms, a swimming pool and 
a grill. The rooms have the feel of a country house: white 
plaster, tile, roominess. They are also equipped with refrig- 
erators and bathtubs big enough for two. Most of the 
rooms even have their own terrace. All for $20. Regardless, 
there's nothing like enjoying your first sunny breakfast 
poolside looking at the International Herald Tribune and a 
dozen pairs of various-sized breasts. An alternative is Hôtel 
La Ferme d'Augustin (a tad more expensive but also near 
the beach). You could camp out, but that's missing the point. 


HANGING OUT THERE 

Learn to pace yourself, as an economizing measure. Do- 
ing things costs money. Not doing anything costs a lot less. 
Take time, for instance, to appreciate the uniqueness of 
French-bottled Schweppes Indian tonic water. Instead of 
lunching on the beach (which at Chez Félix runs about $25 
for two), case the Prisunic and the other delis in town 
whose specialties include pátés, cold quiches, mushrooms 
à la grecque. The whole day revolves around the beach; 
learn to appreciate the giddy immodesty of women who 
would never strip down anywhere else in the world. Let 
the sun, like someone you love, spend the afternoon sitting 
on your chest. You'll get the hang of it. 


EATING OUT THERE 

Don't skimp on meals. The dining is too civilized; the 
food's too good. Besides, a comparable meal in the States 
would cost a lot more. The French charge the same for 
lunch as they do for dinner, so eat deli during the day and 
expect to pay only $20-$30 for the most awesome meals 
you two can handle at night. Some favorite restaurants 
include La Romana, an extravagant floral garden-type 
celebrity hangout. Very good veal, very good pasta. Lei 
Mouscardins enjoys one of the best vistas of the harbor 
and serves a delicious gratin de fruits de mer and a respect- 
able bouillabaisse. The Byblos is no more expensive than 
many of the restaurants down at the port, even though it’s 
attached to the snob hotel. The food is excellent, especially 

the gáteau de lapin, and dinner is served amid palm trees. 
Take St.-Trop on its own terms; the syntax of the place 
will seep into your consciousness. On the second or third 
day, you might find yourself bleary from the beach, sip- 
ping a limed Barbados rum, watching the sun hunker 
down over a craggy hill, feeling inexplicably fond 
of everything and everyone around you. Now, that's 
a vacation. — JOHN REZEK 


GAMES 
EARNING YOUR VIDEO LETTER 


verybody knows that the games people play on TV ware that's guaranteed to make boob-tube junkies of us 
these days аге no longer just greedy variations of The all. So whether you opt for following a bouncing ball, 
Price Is Right. Home-video-game companies are busy playing blackjack or driving a realistic-sounding race car, 
cranking out a variety of spectacular electronic hard- — it's all right there on the small screen. So long, Late Show. 


Tennis, anyone? Hockey? Handball? 
OK, then invest $40 in Coleco Indus- 
tries’ sleekly styled Telstar Model 
6040, below, that turns your TV 
screen into a playing field for any one 
of those three sports. As you com- 
pete, beeps sound and individual 
scores flash on the screen. Further- 
more, if you've really got the elec- 


skill by adjusting the three-position 


action control from novice to expert. The Studio Il can reproduce games 
and instructional material on the 


screen of any black-and-white or 
color-TV set. The five games built 
into the control console pictured 
above include bowling, freeway (a 
The Super Pong Ten game, above, car-racing game), patterns, doodle 
enables up to four people to compete and a math gam 
in any one of ten games—all from the answers into a 
same console—including Pong, Super that can perform complex calcula- 
Pong, catch, handball, basketball, 7 tyes tions in millionths of a second. 
Pong four-player, Super Pong foi Additional cartridges containing a 
player, catch four-player, handball number of other games (try Space 
two-player and basketball two-player. * War)and educational programs 
In addition, there's on- — 5 сап be purchased 
screen scoring, color separately, all by RCA, 
(on color-TV sets) and $149.95, plus $14.95 or 
an optional A.C. $19.95 per cartridge. 
adapter, by Atari, 
$79.95, with batteries. 


Fairchild’s Video Enter- 
fainment System, be- 
low, looks and behaves 
justlikethe kind of tape 
you'd play in a stereo 
tape deck. You choose 
from a wide variety of 
$19.95 cartridges, in- 
cluding ticktacktoe, 
doodle, desert fox and 
blackjack. In addition, 
there's а skill-level 
adjustment on the 
motion games and a 
freeze switch that 
holds the game sta- 
tionary, in case you want to take a 
playing break. The price: $169.95. 


Want to drive in the 
Indy 500? Do the next 
| best thing and plunk 
down $119 for Uni- 
versal Research Labo- 
ratories’ Indy 500 
road-racing game, be- 
low, that fills your 
room with the roar of 
mighty machines. As 
the race goes on, the 
cars go faster. And 
when you goof, you'll hear the crash— 
foud and clear. There’s also tennis, 
hockey and robot—the fatter being a 
supercompetitor who'll race or play 
tennis or hockey against you any time. 
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Unwedded Obligations 

When celebrity divorce attorney MARVIN 
MITCHELSON took Lee Marvin into court to 
make him keep his promises to his ex- 
housemate, Michelle, “Ме got a decision 
from the California Supreme Court that will 
soon change the legal rights of living-to- 
gethers everywhere.” Adds Mitchelson, “I'm 
a jaded person by nature, so 1 do like legal 
challenges that inspire me. 1. didi 
that two people who live together ‘live in 
sin.’ It took five years, but 1 was right. The 
cour! recognized for the first time that un- 
married couples should be able to settle 
their financial affairs in the courts just like 
marrieds. So it’s only a matter of time until 
this decision is adopted in every state. 1 feel 
Yve done something very worth while in the 
law and you don't get that feeling very often 
as a divorce lawyer. This is giving a whole 
class of people a set of rights they didn’t 
have before—theoretically, even more rights 
than marrieds.” So why do we feel so 
nervous, Marvin? 


Big Ben 


“The aftermath of my appearance as Chicken George, the cockfighter in ‘Roots,’ has been 


GRAPEVINE 


Lust Horizons 


First we had Woodward and Bernstein, now 
there’s MARION CLARK and RUDY MAXA, 
а couple of “Washington Post" people 
whose about-to-be-published book, “Public 
Trust, Private Lust,” should do to Capitol 
Hill what “All the President's Men” did to 
the Nixon Administration. Sex and politics 
obviously go—er—hand in hand in Wash- 
ington, and Clark and Maxa supply a fas- 
cinating cast of characters, including, for 
example, Hal O’Brien, an enterprising fellow 
who operates out of a Connecticut Avenue 
office and, according to the authors, “has 
apparently succeeded in skirting laws against 
prostitution. A lonely gentleman can phone | 
O'Brien and arrange for a visit from one of 
his dozen young women, who will lie down 
nude on her customer's bed. What happens _ 
next Hal O'Brien doesn't want to know, F 
though he supposes ‘on every assignment, 
a woman is getting raped.’ And that's the 
rub. As O'Brien makes clear in his lengthy 
phone recitation to a customer, the naked 
lady on the bed will never solicit sex be- 
cause that would be illegal. Instead, for 
sixty-nine dollars she allows herself to be 
raped for an hour. (The slow rapist must pay 
an additional one dollar for each minute 
over the hour.) Then the woman chooses 
not to report the rape. The customer pre- 
sumably tells no one, the woman does like- 
wise and O'Brien, well, he only knows that 
he sent a woman to a hotel room. As the 
middleman, he gets sixteen of the sixty-nine 
dollars as well as free sex once a week from 
each woman in his stable. When he entered. 
the sex business in 1959, O'Brien offered 
himself as a stud for women. Free. He still 
lists that service in the Yellow Pages under 
‘Insemination, jal’ O'Brien single- 
handedly runs his sex circus with the help 
of fifteen telephone lines." Which proves, 
whether you're booking bets or sex, Ma Bell 
is the big money-maker. 


York was just crazy. | had to run out of Bloomingdale's with security guards surrounding 
me. Before ‘Roots, the phone was ringing regularly. Now it’s like the whole world’s 
calling with offers for television specials, films and records.” What does he do to keep his 
ego in tow? “I wear an earring in my left lobe. I first had my ear pierced when I was doing 
the stage version of ‘Hair,’ mainly as a protest against the war in "Мат. And to call attention 
to human injustice. It’s a symbol as relevant today as it was then.” 


NORMAN SEEFF 


Duck Tales 


As anyone into contemporary comics can 
tell you, the smash new title of recent years 
is “Howard the Duck.” Howard bears a 
strong resemblance to Donald the Duck, if 
the latter smoked cigars and wore a blue 
fedora. Naturally, since he’s a duck, people 
give him a lot of shit. Except for Beverly 
Switzler, the beauteous female human who 
perhaps loves Howard and has somehow 
become his on-again, off-again girlfriend. 

The creator of this weirdness is 29-year- 
old STEVE GERBER, a veteran Marvel Comics 
writer. About the success of the book, G 
ber says, “The little kids like it because i 
this funny little duck. The older kids are hip 
to the satire. Also, I think part of Howard’s 
appeal has to do with his sexual presence. 
There's a sensual quality to him that is not 
present in other comic-book characters, who 
are generally so sleek and pristine that there 
seems to be no substance there. Bul How- 
ard's always rufíled, you can see the wrinkles 
on his clothes, you have the feeling you 
could reach out and touch him. If you stood. 
Howard next to Superman, you could tell 
instantly which would be more interesting 
to jump into bed with. It's no contest.” 


Author! Author! 


Before SHERE HITE became 
rich and famous from “The 
Hite Report,” her study of 
female sexuality, she was a | 
model—as you can see 

from these outtakes of 
J. Frederick Smith's shoot- 
ing for a December 1971 
PLAYBOY feature on photog- 
raphers’ erotic fantasies. 
Hite says that’s how she 
paid for college. What with 
over 335,000 copies of the 
“Report” now in print, an 
$800,000 deal with Dell for 
paperback rights and a pub- 
lisher already lined up for a 
male-sexuality report, Hite’s 
modeling would seem a 
thing of the past. So we 
thought we'd indulge in a 
little nostalgia with these 
studies of female sexualily. 


BENNO FRIEOMAN 
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MONSTEROTICA 


A ghastly monster, a handsome masculine hero and a 
sexy female victim. Why, in virtually every horror flick ever 
made, is the key victim a woman? "Because most horror 
films are made by men," said Mark Silverman, professor of 
sociology at Ithaca College. "Using a woman as the major 
‘prey’ for the monster allows men a doubly positive identi- 
fication. They respond to the ‘creature’ as an all-powerful 
figure, but even if it is destroyed in the course of the 
movie, they can also identify with the supermale hero. He 
traditionally gets the girl after saving her from a fate worse 
than death—so no matter whom they root for, guys who 
love horror films can't lose.” 

We heard a second opinion from Dr. Wayne Myers, pro- 
fessor of psychiatry at Cornell Medical College. “There are 
definitely sexual overtones in these films, which seem to 
affect most of the male fans. Ever since Frankenstein, which 
was written by a woman, monsters have symbolized the 
dark side of human nature, which is usually bound up in 
human sexuality. Frankenstein, for example, represented 
Mary Shelleys repressed Oedipal feelings toward her 
father, and monsters have since become symbolic of man's 
ultimate domination over women." 


Artist's Ball 


If you think erotic sculptures 
are the nuts, check out the 
work of Mandy Volz, a Swiss 
artist whose marble creations 
were recently featured at the 
Alternative Center for Inter- 
national Arts in Manhattan. 
In case you're interested, the 
sculpture here costs $4200. 
Volz doesn't come cheap. 


DRY DREAMS 


Women have matched us between the sheets once again. 
The news is out that they, too, experience nocturnal 
orgasms. Apparently, the ladies have been slumberously 
socking it to themselves for centuries through sexually 
stimulating dreams; but, reports Dr. Mona Devanesan, co- 
director of the Human Sexuality Program at the College of 
Medicine and Dentistry of New Jersey, “The reason so few 
people have heard about this phenomenon is that usually 
the episodes are only vaguely remembered by the women. 
They've had a tendency to block out the whole experi- 
ence—possibly because of cultural pressures 47 

Dr. Devanesan reports that women usually become 
aware of their N.O.s when in their late 30s or early 40s, 
while we men recognize our lubricious dreams when we're 
still in our teens. “Women don't experience the same kind 
of nocturnal orgasm that men do,” she told us. “When 
they occur in women, there’s no emission phase, that is, 
the sensation of expelling semen. However, women do 
experience lubrication and a rhythmic contraction of the 
vagina, as in orgasm via sexual intercourse.” 


SEXCETERA 


RAINBOW RAUNCH 

Red. Yellow. Blue. Black. Mauve. Beige. Puce. No, not a 
crayon sampler. These are just a few of the many colors 
of lust. According to Dr. Rudolf Arnheim, author of Art 
and Visual Perception, “Human sexuality is influenced by 
color because a person’s response to it tends to be emo- 
tional rather than intellectual, and emotions are essential 
to sex. Along these lines, | believe that people with very 
basic, primitive sex drives would be attracted to bolder, 
brighter, sometimes clashing colors, while subdued, subtle 
choices might link up with greater subtleties in bed.” 

We asked Dr. Amheim to tell us what various hues mean 
sexually and these are a few of his ideas: “Red is the most 
positive association to fire, warmth and passion. On the 
other hand, black seems to be a curiously inverted stimu- 
lus, because it represents something cold, mysterious. It 
may appeal to those who are afraid of direct expression. 
And the soft, muted tones, such as beige or mauve, indicate 
sensitivity and intellectuality, tending to imply a more 
subtle expression of the emotions.” We're tickled pink to 
learn these facts. Orange you? 


BODY-BOGGLING 

Ever felt cheated by mother nature when she doled out 
the erogenous zones? Do you think you have too few? You 
can now rejoice, because it's possible to create them on 
your body anyplace you'd like. In fact, “the whole body 
can become one giant erogenous zone, because every- 
thing is interconnected,” says Edward Lyons, a practicing 
New York hypnotist. “Normally, when people want to over- 
come sexual repressions, they can undergo hypnosis to 
sensitize themselves erotically, but anyone can learn to do 
this for himself or his lover. It's simply an issue of develop- 
ing intense mental discipline and learning to focus the 
mind on whatever part of the body you want to stimulate." 

Lyons gave us the following instructions: “A good way to 
start is by concentrating on one part of your body, say the 
hand, and allowing it to relax completely. Touch an object 
near you—a couch, a rug, a table—and focus your atten- 
tion on the textural sensations your hand is experiencing. 
Then put on sensuous music—it's a terrific stimulus. Try to 
get into the sound in as many ways as possible. Feel it, 
taste it, breathe it. But you must be willing to abandon 
yourself completely, allowing yourself time for the process 
to work. Then you'll be superrelaxed and you can start con- 
centrating on feeling sexy in whatever part of the body you 
want to make erogenous. With continuous practice, you're 


sure to have success.” —HOWARD SMITH AND 
BRIAN VAN DER HORST 


Beautiful Bod | 
The sterling-silver body | | 
jewelry of Bloomfield Hills, | 
Michigan, artist Vance 
Hanna is definitely a turn- 
on. His thigh band ($4000) | 
incorporates a digital | 
readout. And for the tra- | 

nal, there's his non- 
electric breastwork ($2000). 
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The key, of course, was 110 film. 

Which had gotten to the stage 
where color slides and enlargements 
were comparable to 35mm. 

Except for its cameras. 

Some of which were more ad- 
vanced than others. 

But all of which were limited. 

And most of which were toys. 

This single lens reflex eliminates 
the limitations. 

Its 5.3 inches wide, 4.3 inches 
deep. 

And only 2.1 inches high. 


We've created a 

15-ounce single 

lens reflex camera 

that can do what you 

usually do with a big 
two-pounder. 


It weighs just 15.1 ounces. 


The lens is a zoom. 
Which goes from 25 to 50mm. 
From normal to 2X telephoto. 
It's like being able to choose 
from more than 25 focal lengths. 
Except that they'reall on the 
camera, not in a camera bag. 


The lens is also a^macro? 
Just turn the collar on the zoom and 
you can focus as close as 11.3 inches 
from your subject. 


Automatic electronic 
exposure system. 
You set the lens and the shutter sets 
itself automatically. 

For anything from time expo- 
suresat 10 seconds toa fast 1/1000th. 

The shutter is metal (not cloth). 
And "stepless; so that it gives you 
the exact shutter speed you need, 
nota compromise. 

You can override the auto-expo- 
sure system if you like, for special 
effects or more control in unusual 
lighting. 

You view and focus through the lens. 
What you see is what you get on 
film. The microprism center spot 
keeps the image "fractured" until it's 
razor-sharp. And focusing is always 
withthe lens wide open for maxi- 
mum brightness. 


Light emitting diodes in the finder 

tell you when not to shoot. 
And when to. 

One tells you your batteries 
аге О.К. 

(If they're not, the finder blacks 
out.) 

Another, that the light's not 
enough or too much. 

Another, if the shutters on B 
(bulb) or X (electronic flash) instead 
of A (automatic). 

Some other interesting advances. 
The camera has a hot shoe for 
electronicflashat 1/150th ofa second. 
That means there's less chance 
you'll get “ghost images’ in action 
shots. 

Safeguards: the shutter release 
locks. The shutter selector dials 
locked until you unlock it. All to keep 
you from taking a picture you don't 
want to take. 

Instant loading, of course. 

4 supports hold the drop-in 110 
cartridge rigidly for maximum sharp- 
ness. And the exposure system sets 
itself autornatically for the right 

film speed. 

The one-pounder vs. the two- 
pounder. 

No contest. 

For literature, see your dealer or 
write Minolta Corporation, 101 
Williams Drive, Ramsey, New Jersey 
07446. 


Minolta TIO Zoom SLR 


There's never been a camera like it. 
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PLAYBOY 
READER SERVICE 


Write to Playboy Reader Service for 
answers to your shopping questions. 
We will provide you with the name 
of a retail store in or near your city 
where yeu can buy any of the spe- 
cialized items advertised or edito- 
rially featured in PLAYBOY. For 
example, where-to-buy information is 
available for the merchandise of the 
advertisers in this issue listed below. 
Please specify page number and issue 
of the magazine as well as a brief de- 
scription of the items when you write. 


Watches 
Morante HI ЕСУ 
"Components vee... 43 


E 24 
BMW 330) Automobiles 6 


тесеп 48-40 
Polarola Pronto 


еу Пева 


Elect " 
Yashica Camera 1:11] 48 


Use these lines for information about the 
above and other featured merchandise. 


0-77 
PLAYBOY READER SERVICE 


Playboy Building, 
Chicag 


О З yrs. for $30 (Save $27.00) 
О 1 yr. for $12 (Save $7.00) 
Г] payment enclosed  [] bill later 


(please print) 


apt. no. 


city state zip 


Mail t: PLAYBOY TERS 
P.O. Box 2420 
Boulder, Colorado 80302 
OR CALL TOLL-FREE 800-447-4700. 
In Illinois, call 800-322-4400. 


NEXT MONTH: 


С PDRNO GIRLS 


ISLAND BUYS 


“SEX GOES PUBLIC”—CHECKING OUT A HOT NEW PHENOM- 
ENON: THE NEW YORK STRAIGHT SCENE IS COVERED BY DAN 
ROSEN, THE GAYS BY ARTHUR BELL, WHAT'S HAPPENING IN 
CALIFORNIA BY JULES SIEGEL 


“RUNNING THE WORLD IS FUNNIER THAN YOU THINK"— 
ALL ABOUT PUBIC HAIR IN THE PRESIDENTIAL SEAL, OR BEHIND 
THE SCENES AT THE FORD WHITE HOUSE, AS REVEALED BY FORD'S 
PRESS SECRETARY—RON NESSEN 


“THE NEW GIRLS OF PORN"—A PICTORIAL OVERVIEW OF 
THE DECIDEDLY BETTER-LOOKING BREED OF UNINHIBITED 
ACTRESS NOW SHOWING ON THE X-RATED SCREEN—WITH TEXT 
BY BRUCE WILLIAMSON 


“THE COMMODITIES MARKET"—THE WORLD'S BIGGEST 
CASINO ISN'T IN MONTE CARLO: IT'S ON CHICAGO'S LA SALLE 
STREET, AND AT THE BOARD OF TRADE, THE CARDS MAY NOT 
ALWAYS BE DEALT OFF THE TOP—BY ASA BABER 


“ALL TOGETHER NOW'"—WHAT MIGHT HAVE HAPPENED IF 
THAT OFT-RUMORED REUNION OF THE BEATLES HAD ACTUALLY 
TAKEN PLACE: IT'S A RIOT—BY LYLE JOHNSTON 


“ADULTERER’S LUCK"—A STRANGE RELATIONSHIP AMONG A 
MAN, HIS WIFE AND A PRETTY YOUNG WAIF IN MALAYSIA BEARS. 
EVEN STRANGER FRUIT—BY PAUL THEROUX 


“MANHATTAN PIT STOP"—THE FURTHER ADVENTURES OF 
THAT LOVABLE REDNECK STOCK-CAR RACER OF / LOST IT IN THE 
SECOND TURN—“STROKER АСЕ” 


“HOME, JAMES. THERE'S A BOGEY AT FOUR O'CLOCK ™— 
A GUY NAMED BOB BONDURANT CAN TEACH A CHAUFFEUR HOW 
TO DO BOOTLEGGER TURNS IN THE COMPANY LIMO. OBJECT: 
KEEPING EXECS FROM GETTING KIDNAPED—BY BROCK YATES 


“HOW TO BUY AN ISLAND"—INTERESTED IN 3000 ACRES, 
COMPLETE WITH COCONUT PLANTATION, IN THE FLJIS? OR YOUR 
VERY OWN FLORIDA KEY? IT'S FOR SALE, IF YOU KNOW WHERE 
TO LOOK—BY DAN CARLINSKY 
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i: ) . Evenings that ATE CN are made of 
sooften include -DRAMBUIE. 
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_ Announcing ne 
“Winston Light1O 
А 2 ка h ES 


Winston 
Extra length. 
Low tar. 


Real Winston 
taste: 


1M mg. "tar", 10 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette by ЕТС method. 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 


